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PREFACE

1 N the present novel, as in one or two others of this series

which involve the question of matrimonial divergence, the

immortal puzzle—given the man and woman, how to find

a basis for their sexual relation—is left where it stood : and
it is tacitly assumed for the purposes of the story that no
doubt of the depravity of the erratic heart who feels some
third person to be better suited to his or her tastes than the

one with whom he has contracted to live, enters the head
of reader or writer for a moment. From the point of view
of marriage as a distinct covenant or undertaking, decided

on by two people fully cognizant of all its possible issues,

and competent to carry them through, this assumption is,

of course, logical. Yet no thinking person supposes that on
the broader ground of how to afford the greatest happiness

to the units of human society during their brief transit

through this sorry world, there is no more to be said on
this covenant

; and it is certainly not supposed by the

writer of these pages. But, as Gibbon blandly remarks on
the evidence for and against Christian miracles, ' the duty
of an historian does not call upon him to interpose his

private judgment in this nice and important controversy.'
V



PREFACE

The stretch of country visible from the heights adjoin-

ing the nook herein described under the name of Little

Hintock, cannot be regarded as inferior to any inland

scenery of the sort in the west of England, or perhaps

anywhere in the kingdom. It is singular to find that a world-

wide repute in some cases, and an absolute famelessness

in others, attach to spots of equal beauty and equal accessi-

bility. The neighbourhood of High-Stoy (I gi"e, as else-

where, the real names to natural features), Bubb Down

Hill, and westward to Montacute ; of Bulbarrow, Hamble-

don Hill, and eastward to Shaston, Windy (ireen, and

Stour Head, teems with landscapes which, by a mere

accident of iteration, might have been numbered among

the scenic celebrities of the century.

T. H.

Heptember 1S95.

VI



THE W00DLANDER3

IHE rambler who, for old , sociatiofi's sake, should
trace the forsaken coach-roaa running almost in a
meridional line from Bristol to the south shore ot
England, would find himself during the latter half cf
his journey in the vicinity of some extensive wooo-
lands, interspersed with apple - orchards. Here the
trees, timber or fruit-bearing as the case may be, make
the ways' ie hedges ragged by their drip and shade,
their io^mt limbs stretching in level repose over the
road, as though reclining on the insubstantial air. At
one place, on the skirts of Blackmoor Vale, where the

bold brow of Iligh-Stoy Hill is seen a mile or two
ahead, the leaves lie so thick in autumn as to com-
pletely bury the track. The spot is lonely, and when
the duy.j are darkening the many gay charioteers now
perished who have rolled along the way, the blistered

soles that have trodden it, and the tears that ha/e
wetted it, return upon the mind of the loiterer.

The physiognonry of a deserted highway expresses

solitude to a degree that is not reached by mere dales
or downs, and bespeaks a tomb-like stillness more
emphatic than that of glades and pools. Ihe contrast

of what is with what might be, probably accounts for

this. To step, for instance, at the place under notice,

from the edge of the plantation into the adjoining

I A



THE W00DLANDER8

thoroughfare, and pause amid its emptiness for a

moment, was to exchange by the act of a single stride

the limple absence of human companionship for an

incubus of the forlorn.

At this ci>ot, on the louring, evening of a bygone

winter's day, there stood a man who had thus indirectly

entered upon the scer.e from a stile hard by, and was

temporarily influenced by some such feeling of being

suddenly more alone than before he had emerged q 'n

the highway.

It could be seen by a glance at his rather finical

style of dress that he did not lielong to the country

proper; and from his a?-, after a while, that though

there might be a sombre beauty in the scenery, music

in the breeze, and a wan procession of coaching ghosts

in the sentiment of this old turnpike-road, he was

mainly puzzled alx)ut the way.

He looked north and south, and mechanically

prodded the ground with his walking-stick.

At first not a soul appeared who could enlighten

him as he desired, or seemed likely to appear that

night. But presently a slight noise of labouring

wheels, and the steady dig of a horse's shoe-tips be-

came audible ; and there loomed in the notch of hill

and plantation a carrier's van drawn by a single horse.

The vehicle was half full of passengers, mostly

women. He held up his stick at its approach, and the

woman who was driving drew rein.

' I've been trying to find a short way to Little

Hintock this last half-hour, Mrs. Dollery,' he said.

« But though I've been to Great Hintock and Hintock

House half-a-dozen times, on business with the dashing

lady there, I am at fault about the small village. You

can help me, I dare say ?

'

She assured him that she could—that as she went

to Abbot's Cernel her van passed near it—that it was

only up the lane branching out of the road she followed.



THE WOODLANDERS

' Thougli,' continued Mrs. Dollery, ' 'tis such a little

small plai:e that, as a town gentleman, you'd need have
a candle and lantern to fmd it if ye don't know where
tis. Bedad

! I wouldn't live there if they'd pay me to.

Now at Abbot's Cernel you do see the world a bit.'

He mounted and sat beside her, T'ith his feet out-
wards, where they were evev and anon brushed over by
the horse's tail.

This van was rather .-. movable attachment of the
roadway than an extra leous object, to those who
knew it well. The old horse, whose hair was of the
roughness and colour of heather, whose leg-joints,

shoulders, and hoofs were distorted by harness and
drudgery from colthood—though if all had their rights
he ought, symmetrical in outline, to have been picking
the herbage of some Eas*:ni plain instead of tugging
here—had trodden this road almost daily for twenty
years. Even his subjection was not made congruous
throughout, for, the harness being too short, his tail

was not drawn through the crupper, ; ad the breeching
slipped awkwardly to one side. He knew every subtle
incline of the ten miles of ground between Abbot's
Cernel and Sherton— the market town to which he
journeyed—as accurately as any surveyor could have
learnt it by a Dumpy level.

The vehicle had a square black tilt which nodded
with the motion of the wheels, and at a point in it

over the driver's het.d was a hook to which the reins
were hitched at times, forming a catenary curve from
the horse's shoulders. Somewhere about the axles was
a loose chain, whose only known function was to clink
as it went. Mrs. Dollery, having to hop up and down
many times in the service of her passengers, wore,
especially in windy weather, short leggings under her
gown for modesty's sake ; and instead of a bonnet a
fel* .at tied down with a handkerchief, to guard against
an ear-ache to which she was frequently subject. In

3
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the rear of the van was a glass window, which she

cleaned with her jiocket handkerchief every market-day

before starting. Looking at the van from the Kick,

the spectator could thus see, through its interior, a

square piece of the same sky and landscape that he

saw without, but intruded on by the profiles of the

seated passengers, who, a? they rumbled onward, their

lips moving and heads nodding in animated private

converse, remained in cheerful unconsciousness that

their mannerisms and facial peculiarities were sharply

defined to the public eye.

This hour of coming home from market was the

happy one, if not the happiest, of the week for them.

Snugly ensconced under the tilt they could forget the

sorrows of the world without, and survey life and

discuss the incidents of the day with placid smiies.

The passengers in the back part formed a group

to themselves, and while the newcomer spoke to the

proprietress they indulged in a confidential chat about

him, which the noise of the van rendered inaudible to

himself and Mrs. DoUery sitting forward.

"Tis Barber Percomb— he that's got the waxen

woman in his window,' said one. 'What business can

bring him out here at this time, and not a journeyman

haircutter, but a master-barber that's left off his pole

because 'tis not genteel ?

'

They listened to his conversation, but the barber,

though he had nodded and spoken genially, seemed

indisposed to gratify the curiosity that he had aroused

;

and the unrestrained flow of ideas which had animated

the inside of the van before his arrival was checked

thenceforward.

Thus they rode on, and High-Stoy Hill grew larger

ahead. At length could be discerned in the dusk,

about half-a-mile to one side, gardens and orchards

sunk in a concave, and, as it were, snipped out of

the woodland. From this bflf-contained pi -^e rose

4



THE WOODLANDERS

in stealthy silence tall stems of smoke, which the eye
of imagination could trace downward to their root on
quiet hearthstones, festooned overhead with hams and
flitches. It was one of those serinustered spots outside
the gates of the world where may usually be found more
meditation than action, and more listlessness than
meditation ; where reasoning proceeds on narrow pre-

misses, and results in inferences wildly imaginative;
yet where, from time to time, dramas of a grandeur
and unity truly Sophoclean are enacted in the real, by
virtue of the concentrated passions and closely-knit

interdependence of the lives therein.

This place was the Lit':le Hintock of the master-
barber's search. The coming night gradually obscured
the smoke of the chimneys, but the position of the
wood-environed community could still be distinguished

by a few faint lights, winking more or less ineffectually

through the leafless boughs and the undiscemible song-
sters they bore, in the form of balls of feathers, at roost
among them.

At the corner of the lane which branched to the
hamlet the barber alighted, Mrs. Dollery's van going
on to the larger place, whose superiority to the despised
smaller one as an exemplar of the world's movements
was not particularly apparent in its means of approach.

' A very :lever and learned young doctor lives in the
place you be going to—not because there's anybody
for'n to cure there, but Ijecause they say he is in league
with the devil.'

The observation was flung at the barber by one of
the women at parting, as a last attempt to get at his
errand that way.

But he made no reply, and without further pause
plunged lowards the umbrageous nook, and paced
cautiously over the dead leaves which nearly buried the
road or street of the hamlet. As very few people
except themselves passed this way after dark, a majority

5



THE WOODLANDERS

of the denizens of Little Hintock deemed window cur-

tains unnecessary ; and on this account their visitor

made it his business to stop opposite the casements of

each cottage that he came to, with a demeanour which

showed that he was endeavouring to conjecture, from

the persons and things he observed within, the where-

abouts of somebody or other who resided here.

Only the smaller dwellings interested him; one or

two houses, whose size, antiquity, and rambling appur-

tenances signified that notwithstanding their remoteness

they must formerly have beer, if they were not still,

inhabited by people of a certain social standing, being

neglected by him entirely. Smells of pomace, and the

hiss of fermenting cider, which reached him from the

back quarters of other tenements, revealed the recent

occupation of some of the inhabitants, and joined with

the scent of decay from the perishing leaves underfoot.

Half-a-dozen dwellings were passed without result.

The next, which stood opposite a tall tree, was in an

exceptional state of radiance, the flickering brightness

from the inside shining up the chimney and making a

luminous mist of the emerging smoke. The interior,

as seen through the window, caused him to draw up

with a terminative air and watch. The house was

rather large for a cottage, and the door, which opened

immediately into the living-room, stood ajar, so that a

riband of light fell through the opening into the dark

atmosphere without. Every now and then a moth,

decrepit from the late season, would flit for a moment
across the outcoming rays and disappear again into the

night.
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In the room from which this cheerful blaze proceeded

he beheld a girl seated on a willow chair, and busily

working by the light of the fire, which was ample and

of wood. With a bill-hook in one hand and a leather

glove, much too large for her, on the other, she was

making spars, such as are used by thatchers, with great

rapidity. She wore a leather apron for this purpose,

which was also much too large for her figure. On her

left hand lay a bundle of the straight, smooth hazel rods

called spar-gads—the raw material of her manufacture;

on her right, a heap of chips and ends—the refuse

—

with which the fire was maintained; in front, a pile

of the finished articles. To produce them she took

up each gad, looked critically at it from end to end,

cut it to length, split it into four, and sharpened tach

of the quarters with dexterous blows, which brought

u to a triangular point precisely resembling that of a

bayonet.

Beside her, in case she might require more light, a

brass candlestick stood on a little round table, curiously

formed of an old coffin-stool, with a deal top nailed on,

the white surface of the latter contrasting oddly with the

black carved oak of the sul>structure. The social posi-

tion of the household in the past was almost as defini-

tively shown by the presence of this article as that of

7
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an esquire or nobleman by .'s old helmets or shields.

It had been customary fo* every well-to-do villager,

whose tenure was by copy oi' court-roll, or in any way

more permanent than that of the mere cotter, to keep a

pair of these stools for the use of his own dead ; but

changes had led to the dbcontinuance of the custom,

and the stools were frequently made use of in the

manner described.

The young woman laid down the bill-hook for a

moment and examined the palm of her right hand,

which, unlike the other, was ungloved, and showed

little hardness or roughness about it. The palm was

red and blistering, as if her present occupation were as

yet too recent to have subdued it to what it worked in.

As with so many right hands born to manual labour,

there was nothing in its fundamental shape to bear out

the physiological conventionalism that gradations of

birth show themselves primarily in the form oi this

member. Nothing but a cast of the die of destiny had

decided that the girl should handle the tool ; and the

fingers which clasped the heavy ash haft might have

skilfuU) guided the pencil or swept the string, had they

only been set to do it in good time.

Her face had the usual fulness of expression which

is developed by a life of solitude. Where the eyes of

a multitude continuously beat like waves upon a coun-

tenance they seem to wear away its mobile power ; but

in the still water of privacy every feeling and sentiment

unfolds in visible luxuriance, to be interpreted as

readily as a printed word by an intruder. In years she

was no more than nineteen or twenty, but the necessity

of taking thought at a too early period of life had

forced the provisional curves of her childhood's face

to a premature finality. Thus she had but little pre-

tension to beauty, save in one prominent particular

—

her hair.

Its abundance made it almost unmarugeable ; its

8
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colour was, roughly speaking, and as seen here by
firelight, brown; but careful notice, or an observation

by day, would have revealed that its true shade was a

rare and beautiful approximation to chestnut.

On this one bright gift of Time to the particular

victim of his now before us the newcomer's eyes were
fixed ; meanwhile the fingers of his right hand mechani-
cally played over something sticking up from his waist-

coat po<:ket—the bows of a pair of scissors, whose
polish made them feebly responsive to the light from
within the house. In her present Ijeholder's mind the

scene formed by the girlish spar-maker composed itself

into an impression-picture of extremest type, wherein
the girl's hair alone, as the focus of observation, was
depicted with intensity and distinctness, while her

face, shoulders, hands, and figure in general, were a

blurred mass of unimportant detail, lost in haze and
obscurity.

He hesitated no longer but tapped at the door
and entered. The young woman turned at the crunch
of his boots on the sanded floor, and exclaiming, 'O,
Mr. Percomb, how you frightened me !

' quite lost her

colour for a moment.
He replied, ' You should shut your d .' r—then you'd

hear folk open it.'

' I can't,' she said ; ' the chimney smokes so. Mr.
Percomb, you look as unnatural away from your wigs as

a canary in a thorn hedge. Surely you have not come
out here on my accov.^t—for

'

' Yes—to have your answer about this.' He touched
her hair with his cane, and she winced. ' Do you
agree ?

' he continued. ' It is necessary that I should
know at once, as the lady is soon going away, and it

takes time to make up.'

' Don't press me—it worries me. I was in hopes
you had thought no more of it. I can not part with it

—so there !

'
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' Now look here, Marty,' said the other, sitting down
on the coffin-stool table, ' How much do you get for

making these spars?'
' Hush—father's upstairs awake, and he don't know

that I am doing his work.'

*Well, now tell me,' said the man more softly.

' How much do you get ?

'

* Eighteenpence a thousand,' she said reluctantly.

* Who are you making them for ?

'

' Mr. Melbury, the timber-dealer, just below here.'

' And how many can you make in a day ?

'

' In a day and half the night, three bundles—that's

a thousand and a half.'

* Two and threepence.' Her visitor paused. ' Well,

look here,' he continued, with the remains of a compu-

tation in his tone, which computation had been to fix

the probable sum of money necessary to outweigh her

present resources and her woman's love of comeliness

:

'here's a sovereign—a gold sovereign, almost new.'

He held it out Ixstween his finger and thumb. * That's

as much as you'd earn in a week and a half at that

rough man's-work, and it's yours for just letting me snip

off what you've got too much of.'

The girl's bosom moved a very little. ' Why can't

the lady send to some other girl who don't value her

hair—not to me ?
' she exclaimed.

* Why, simpleton, l)ecause yours is the exact shade of

her own, and 'tis a shade you can't match by dyeing.

But you are not going to refuse me now I've come all

the way from Sherton on purpose ?

'

' I say I won't sell it—to you or anybody.'

' Now listen,' and he drew up a little closer beside

her. 'The lady is very rich, and won't be particular

to a few shillings ; so I will advance to this on my own

responsibility— Fll make the one sovereign twt), lutlier

than go back empty-handed.'
' No, no, no !

' she cried, beginning to be much
lO
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agitated. ' You are tempting me. You go on like the

Devil to Doctor Faustus in the penny book. But I

don't want your money, and won't agree. Why did

you come? I said when you got me into your shop

and urged me so much that I didn't mean to sell my
hair!'

'Marty, now hearken. The lady that wants it

wants it badly. And, between you and me, you'd

better let her have it. 'Twill be bad for you if you
don't.'

' Bad for me ? Who is she, then ?

'

The wig-maker held his tongue, and the girl re-

peated the question.

' I am not at liberty to tell you. And as she is going

abroad soon it makqs no difference who she is at all.'

' She wants it to go abroad wi' ?

'

He assented by a nod.

The girl regarded him reflectively. ' Now, Mr. Per-

comb,' she said, ' I know who 'tis. 'Tis she at the

House—Mrs. Charmond !

'

' That's my secret. However, if you agree to let me
have it I'll tell you in confidence.'

* I'll certainly not let you have it unless you tell me
the truth. Is it Mrs. Charmond ?

'

The man dropped his voice. 'Well—it is. You
sat in front of her in church the other day, and she

noticed how exactly your hair matches her own. Ever
since then she's been hankering for it, to help out hers,

and at last decided to get it. As she won't wear it till

she goes off abroad, she knows nobody will recognize

the change. I'm commissioned to get it for her, and
then it is to be made up. I shouldn't have vamped all

these miles for any less important employer. Now,
mind- - 'tis as much as my business with her is worth
if it should f)e known that I've let out her name; but

honour between us two, Marty, and you'll say nothing

that would injure me ?

'
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•I don't wish to tell upon her,' said Marty coolly.

'But my hair is my own, and I'm going to keep it.'

' Now that's not fair, after what I've told you,' said

the nettled emissary. 'You see, Marty, as you are

in the same parish, and in one of this lady's cottages,

and your father is ill, and wouldn't like to turn out,

it would be as well to oblige her. I say that as a
friend. But I won't press you to make up your mind
to-night. You'll be coming to market to-morrow,

I dare say, ..nd you can call then. If you think

it over you'll be inclined to bring what I want, I

know.'
' I've nothing more to say,' she answered.

Her companion saw from her manner that it was
useless to urge her further by speech. *As you are

a trusty young woman,' he said, ' I'll put these sove-

reigns up here, for ornament, that you may see how
handsome they are. Bring the article to-morrow, or

return the sovereigns.' He stuck them edgewise into

the frame of a small mantel looking-glass. ' I hope
you'll bring it ; for your sake and mine. I should

have thought she could have suited herself elsewhere;

but as it's her fancy it must be indulged if possible.

If you cut it off yourself, mind how you do it so as to

keep all the locks one way.' He showed her how this

was to be done.

' But I sha'n't,' she replied with laconic indifference.

' I value my looks too much to spoil 'em. She wants

my curls to get another lover with; though if stories

are true she's broke the heart of many a noble gentle-

man already.'

' Lord, it's wonderful how you guess things, Marty,'

said the barber. ' I've had it from those that know
that there certainly is some foreign gentleman in her

eye. However, mind what I ask.'

' She's not going to get him through me.'

Percomb had retired as far as the door; he came
13
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back, planted his cane on the coffin-stool, and looked
her in the face. ' Marty South,' he said with deliberate

emphasis, ^you've got a lover yourself, and that's why you
won't let it go !

'

She reddened so intensely as to pass the mild blush
that suffices to heighten beauty; she put the yellow
leather glove on one hand, took up the hook with the
other, and sat down doggedly to her work without
turning her face to him again. He regarded her head
for a moment, went to the door, and with one look
back at her departed on his way homeward.

Marty pursued her occupation for a few minutes,
then suddenly laying down the bill-hook, she jumped up
and went to the back of the room, where she opened a
door which disclosed a staircase so whitely scrubbed
that the grain of the wood was well-nigh sodden away
by cleansing. At the top she gently approached a bed-
room, and without entering said, ' Father, do you want
anything ?

'

A weak voice inside answered in the negative ; add-
ing, ' I should be all right by to-morrow if it were not
for the tree

!

'

' The tree again—always the tree ! O, father, don't
worry so about that. You know ir can do you no
harm.'

' Who have ye had talking to ye downstairs ?

'

•A Sherton man called—nothing to trouble about,'
she said soothingly. * Father,' she went on, ' can Mrs.
Charmond turn us out of our house if she's minded to ?

'

' Turn us out ? No. Nobody can turn us out till

my poor soul is turned out of my body. 'Tis lifehold,

like Giles Winterbome's. But when my life drops
'twill be hers—not till then.' His words on this

subject so far had been rational and firm enough.
But now he lapsed into his moaning strain : ' And
the tree will do it—that tree will soon be the death
of me.'

13
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'Nonsense, you know better. Hovr can it be?'
She refrained from further speech, and descended to

the ground floor again.

' Thank Heaven then,' she said to herself, ' what
belongs to me I keep.'
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III

1 HE lights in the village went out, house after house,
till there only remained two in the darkness. One of
these came from a residence on the hill-side—that of
the young medical gentleman in league with the devil,

of whom there is something to be said later on ; the
other shone from the window of Marty South. Pre-
cisely the same extinguished effect was produced he:e,
however, by her rising when the clock struck ten and
hanging up a thick cloth curtain. The door it was
necessary to keep ajar in hers as in most cottages be-
cause of the smoke ; but she obviated the effect of the
riband of light through the chink by hanging a cloth
over that also. She was one of th ^e people who, if

they have to work harder th, n their neighbours, prefer
to keep the necessity a ser' as far as possible; and,
but for the slight sounds ot i-splintering which came
from within, no wayfarer wou have perceived that here
the cottager did not sleep as elsewhere.

Eleven, twelve, one o'clock struck ; the heap <^f spars
grew higher, and the pile of chips and ends more bulky.
Even the light on the hill had now been extinguished

;

but still she worked on. When the temperature of the
night without had fallen so low as to make her chilly,

she opened a large blue umbrella to ward off the
draught from the door. Th- two sovereigns confronted
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her from the looking-glass in such a manner as to

suggest a pair of jaundiced eyes on the watch for an
opportunity. \Vhenever she sighed for weariness she

lifted her gaze towards them, but withdrew it quickly,

stroking her tresses for a noment, as if to assure

herself that they were still secure. When the clock

struck three she arose and tied up the spars she had
last made in a bundle resembling those that lay against

the wall.

She wrapped round her a long red woollen cravat,

and opened the door. The night in all its fulness met
her flatly on the threshold, like the very brink of an
absolute void, or the ante-mundane Ginnung-Gap be-

lieved in by her Teuton forefathers. For her eyes were

fresh from the blaze, and here there was no street lamp
or lantern to form a kindly transition between the inner

glare and t^'e outer dark. A lingering wind brought to

her ear the creaking sound of two overcrowded branches

in the neighbouring wood, which were rubbing each

other into wounds, and other vocalized sorrows of the

trees, together with the screech of owls, and the flutter-

ing tumble of some awkward wood-pigeon ill-balanced

on its roosting-bough.

But the pupils of her young eyes soon expanded,

and she could see well enough for her purpose. Taking

a bundle of spars under each arm, and guided by the

serrated line of tree-tops against the sky, she went some
hundred yards or more down the lane till she reached

a long open shed, carpeted around with the dead leaves

that lay about everywhere. Night, that strange person-

ality which within walls brings ominous introspective-

ness and self-distrust, but under the open sky banishes

such subjective anxieties as too trivial for thought, gave

to Marty South a less perturbed and brisker manner
now. She laid the spars on the ground within the

shed and returned for more, going to and fro till her

whole manufactured stock was deposited here.
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This erection was the waggon-house of the chief
man of business hereabout, Mr. George Melbury, the
timber, bark, and copse-ware merchant for whom
Marty's father did work of this sort by the piece.
It formed one of the many rambling outhouses which
surrounded his dwelling, an equally irregular block
of building, whose immense chimneys could just be
discerned even now. The four huge waggons under
the shed were built on those ancient lines whose pro-
portions have been ousted by modern patterns, their
shapes bulging and curving at the base and ends like
Trafalgar line-of-battle ships, with which venerable
hulks, indeed, these vehicles evidenced a constructive
spirit curiously in harmony. One was laden with
sheep-cribs, another with hurdles, another with ash
poles, and the fourth, at the foot of which she had
placed her thatching-spars, was half full of similar
bundles.

She was pausing a moment with that easeful sense
of accomplishment which follows work done that has
been a hard struggle in the doing, when she heard a
woman's voice on the other side of the hedge say
anxiously, ' George !

'

In a moment the name was repeated, with • Do
come indoors ! What are you doing there ? '

The cart-house adjoined the garden, and before
Marty had moved she saw enter the latter from the
timber-merchant's back door an elderly woman shelter-
ing a candle with her hand, the light from which cast
a moving thorn-pattern of shade on Marty's face. Its
rays soon fell upon a man whose clothes were care-
lessly thrown on, standing in advance of the speaker.
He was a thin, slightly stooping figure, with a small,
nervous mouth, and a face cleanly shaven; and he
walked along the path with his eyes bent on the
ground. In the pair Marty South recognized her
employer Melbury and his wife. She was the second
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Mrs. Melbury, the first having died shortly after the
birth of the timber-merchant's only child.

' Tis no use to stay in bed !

' he said, as soon as
she came up to where he was pacing restlessly about.
• I can't sleep. I keep thinking of things.'

What things ?
'

He did not answer.
• The lady at the Great House ?

'

'No.'
• The turnpike bonds ?

'

* No. Though I wish I hadn't got 'em

'

• The ghosts of the Two Brothers ?

'

He shook his head.
' Not about Grace ?

'

' Yes. 'Tis she.'

(Grace was the speaker's only daughter.)
' Why worry alx>ut her ?

'

' First, I cannot think why she doesn't answer my
letter. She must be ill.'

'No, no. Things only appear so gloomy in the
night-time.'

' Second, I have not invested any money specially
for her, to put her out of the reach of poverty if my
affairs fail.'

' They are safe. Besides, she is sure to marry well.'

' You are wrong. That's my third trouble. I have
a plan in my head alx)ut her, and according to my plan
she won't marry well.'

'A plan for her not to marry well ? ' said his wife,
surprised.

* In one sense. It is a plan for her to marry a par-
ticular person, and he is poor. It is Giles Winterborne.'

•Giles Winterborne? Well, it is all right. Love
will make up for his want of money. He adores the
very ground she walks on.'

(Marty South started, and could not tear herself
away)
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« Yes,' said th(; timlxir-merchant ; « I know that well
There will Ik,- no lack of that with him. But since I have
educated her so well, and so long, and so far above the
level of the daughters hereabout, it is wasting her to
give her to a man of no higher standing than he.'

' Then why do it ?
' she asked.

' Ah .'—now you've hit it ! Lucy, it is in obedience
to a solemn resolve I made. ... I made it because I
did his father a terrible wrong ; and it has been a weight
on my conscience ever since that time, till this scheme
of making amends occurred to me through seeing that
Giles liked her."

' Wronged his father ? ' asked Mrs. Melbury.
' Yes, grievously wronged him,' said her husband.
' Well, don't think of it to-night,' she urged. ' Come

indoors.'

' No, no
; the air cools my head. I shall not stay

long.'

He was silent awhile ; then he told her that his
first wife, his daughter's mother, was first the promised
of Winterborne's father, who loved her tenderly, till he,
the speaker, won her away from him by a trick, because
he wanted to marry her himself. He went on to say
that the other man's happiness was ruined by it ; that
t'lough he married Winterborne's mother, it was but
a half-hearted business with him. Thus much Marty
had heard before. Melbury added that he was after-
wards very miserable at what he had done; but that as
time went on, and the children grew up, and seemed to
be attached to each other, he determined to do all he
could to right the wrong by letting his daughter marry
the lad

;
not only that, but to give her the l)est educa-

tion he could afford, so as to make the gift as valuable
a one as it lay in his power to bestow. ' I still mean
to do it,' said Melbury.

* Then do,' said she.

'But all these things trouble me,' said he; 'for I
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feel I am sacrificing her for my own sin ; and I think
of her, and often come down here to loolc at this. I

have come to-night to do so once more.'
• Look at what ?

' asked his wife.

He took the candle from her hand, held it to the
ground, and removed a tile which lay in the garden-
path. «

'Tis the track of her shoe that she made when
she ran down here the day before she went away all

those months ago. I covered it up when she was
gone

; and when I come here to look at it, I ask myself
again, why should she be sacrificed to a poor man ?

'

•It is not altogether a sacrifice,' said the woman.
' He is in love with her, and he's honest and upright.
If she encourages him, what can you wish for more ?

'

'I wish for nothing definite. But there's a lot of
things possible for her. Why, Mrs. Charmond is

wanting some refined young lady, T hear, to go abroad
with her—as companion or something of the kind.
She'd jump at Grace.'

' That's all uncertain. Better stick to what's sure.'
* True, true,' said Melbury ;

' and I hope it will be
for the best. Yes, let me get 'em married up as soon
as I can, so as to have it over and done with.' He
continued looking at the imprint, while he added,
• Suppose she should be dying, and never make a track
on this path any more ?

'

' She'll write soon, depend upon't Come, 'tis wrong
to stay here and brood so.'

He admitttxi it, but said he could not help it.

' Whether she write or no, I shall fetch her in a few
days.' And thus speaking he covered the track, and
preceded his wife indoors,

Melbury perhaps was an unlucky man in having
within him the sentiment which could indulge in this
fondness about the imprint of a daughter's footstep.
Nature does not carry on her government with a view
to such feelings

; and when advancing years render the
20
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opened hearts of those that possess them less dexterous
^han formerly in shutting against the blast, they must,
.^e little celandines, suffer 'buffeting at will by rain
and storm.'

But her own existence, and not Mr. Melbury's, was
the centre of Marty's consciousness, and it was in re-
lation to this that the matter struck her as she slowly
withdrew.

' That, then, is the secret of it all,' she said. ' And
Giles Winterlx)rne is not for me !

'

She returned to her cottage. The sovereigns were
stanng at her from the looking-glass as she had left
them. With a preoccupied countenance, and with
tears m her eyes, she got a pair of scissors, and began
mercilessly cutting off the long locks of her hair
arranging and tying them with their points all one way'
as the barber had directed. Upon the pale scrubbed
deal of the coffin-stool table they stretched like waving
and ropy weeds over the washed white bed of a stream

She would not turn again to the little looking-glass
out of humanity to herself, knowing what a deflowered
visage would look back at her, and almost break her
heart

;
she dreaded it as much as did her own ancestral

goddess the reflection in the pool after the rape of her
locks by Loke the Malicious. She steadily stuck to
business, wrapped the hair in a parcel, and sealed it
up; after which she raked out the fire and went to
bed, having first set up an alarum made of a candle
and piece of thread, with a stone attached.

But such a reminder was unnecessary to-night
Having tossed about till five o'clock, Marty heard the
sparrows walking down their long holes in the thatch
above he- sloping ceiling to their exits at the eaves •

whereupon she also arose, and descended to the ground
floor again.

It was still dark, but she began moving about the
house m those automatic initiatory acts and touches
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which represent among housewives the installation of

another day. While thus engaged she heard the

rumbling of Mr. Melbury's waggons, and knew that

there, too, the day's toil had begun.

An armful of gads thrown on the still hot embers
caused them to blaze up cheerfully, and bring her

diminished headgear into sudden prominence as a

shadow. At this a step approached the door.
' Are folk astir here yet ?

' inquired a voice she knew
well.

*Yes, Mr. Winterborne,' said Marty, throwing on a
tilt bonnet, which completely hid the recent ravages of

the scissors. * Come in !

'

The door was flung Ixick, and there stepped in

upon the mat a man, not particularly young for a

lover, nor particularly mature for a person of affairs

—

each of which functions he in some degree discharged.

There was reserve in his glance, and restraint upon
his mouth. He carried a perforated lantern, which
hung upon a swivel, and, wheeling as it dangled, marked
grotesque shapes upon the shndie- part of the walls

and ceiling.

He said that he had looked in on his way down,
to tell her that they did not expect her father to make
up his contract if he was not well. Mr. Melbury
would give him another week, and they would go their

journey with a short load that day.

They are done,' said Marty, 'and 'ying in the

cart-house.'

* Done ?
' he repeated. ' Your father has not been

too ill to work after all, then ?

'

She made some evasive reply. ' I'll show you where
they be, if you are going down,' she added.

They went out and walked together, the pattern of

the air-holes in the top of the lantern rising now to

the mist overhead, wliere they appeared of giant size,

as if reaching the tent-shaped sky. They had no
22
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remarks to make to each other, and they uttered none
Hardly anythmg coJd be more isolated or more self,
oontamed than the lives of these two walking here in
the lonely hour before day, when grey shades, material
and mental, arc so very grey. And yet their lonely
courses formed no detached design at all, but were
part of the pattern in the great web of human doings
then weavmg m Iwth hemispheres from the White
sea to Cape Horn.

The shed was reachH, and she pointed out the spars.
Winterbome regarded em silently ; then looked at her.

Now, Marty, I uciieve ' he said, and shook
his head.

' What ?

'

' That you've done the work yourself!

'

'I^n't you tell anybody, will you, Mr. Winter-
borne? she pleaded by way of answer. 'Because Iam afraid Mr. Melbury may refuse my work if he knows
It IS mine.'

' But how could you learn to do it ? 'Tis a trade '

'

'Trade!
'
said she. ' I'd be bound to learn it in

two hours.'

K ,^?,
"°' /P",

*""'*^""-' Mrs. Marty.' Winterborne
neld down his lantern, and examined the deanly soUt
hazels as they lay. ' Marty,' he said with dry admira-
tion, «your fatl.T with his forty years of practice never
made a spar better than that. T^^y are too kood for
he thatching of houses; they , good enough for
the furniture. But I won't tell. Let me look at vour
hands—your poor hands !

'

He had a kindly manner of quietly severe tone •

and when she seemed reluctant to show her hands he
took hold of one and examined it as if ic were his own
Her fingers were blistered.

'They'll get harder in time,' she said. 'For if
father continues ill I shall have to go on wi' it. Now
1 II help put 'em up in waggon.'
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Winterborne without speaking set down his lantern,
lifted her like a doll as she was about to stoop over the
bundles, placed her behind him, and began throwing
up the bundles himself. ' Rather than you should do
it I will,' he said. ' But the men will be here directly.
Why, Marty—whatever has happened to your head?
Lord, it has shrunk to nothing—it looks like an apple
upon a gate-post

!

'

Her heart swelled, and she could not speak. At
length she managed to groan, looking on the ground,
' I've made myself ugly—and hateful—that's what I've
done !

'

' No, no,' he answered. ' You've only cut your hair—I see now.*

' Then why must you needs say that about apples
and gate-posts ?

'

' Let me see !

'

For answer she ran off into the gloom of the sluggish
dawn. He did not attempt to follow her. When she
reached her father's door she stood on the step and
looked back. Mr. Melbury's men had arrived and were
loading up the spars ; and their lanterns appeared from
the distance at which she stood to have wan circles
round them, like eyes weary with watching. She
observed them for a few seconds as they set about
harnessing the horses, and then went indoors.
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IV

1 HERE was now a distinct manifestation of morning
in the air, and presently the bleared white visage of a
sunless winter day emerged like a dead-born child.
The woodlanders everywhere had already bestirred
themselves, rising this month of the year at the far less
dreary time of absolute darkness. It had been above
an hour earlier, before a single bird had untucked his
head, that twenty lights were struck in as many bed-
rooms, twenty pairs of shutters opened, and twenty
pairs of eyes stretched to the sky to forecast the weather
for the day.

Owls that had been catching mice in the outhouses,
rabbits that had been eating the winter-greens in the
gardens, and stoats that had been sucking the blood of
the rabbits, discerning that their human neighbours
were on the move, discreetly withdrew from publicity,
and were seen and heard no more till nightfall.

The daylight revealed the whole of Mr. Melbury's
homestead, of which the waggon-sheds had been an
outlying erection. It formed three sides of an open
quadrangle, and consisted of all sorts of buildings,
the largest and central one being the dwelling itself!
The fourth side of the quadrangle was the public
road.

It was a dwelling-house of respectable, roomy, almost
25
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dignified aspect
; which, taken with the fact that there

were the remains of other such buildings herealnjut, in-
dicated that Little Hintock had at some time or other
been of greater importance than now. The house was
of no marked antiquity, yet of a well-advanced age;
older than a stale novelty, but no canonized antique

;

faded not hoary; looking at you from the still distinct
middle-distance of the early Georgian time, and awaken-
ing on that account the instincts of reminiscence more
decidedly than the remoter, and far grander, memorials
which have to speak from the misty reaches of medi-
aevahsm. The faces, dress, passions, gratitudes, and
revenges of the great-great-grandfathers and grand-
mothers who had been the first to gaze from those rec-
tangular windows, and had stood under that keystoned
doorway, could be divined and measured by homely
standards of to-day. It was a house in whose rever-
berations queer old personal tales were yet audible if
properly listened for; and not, as with those of the
castle and cloister, silent beyond the possibility of
echo.

The garden-front remained much as it had always
been, and there was a porch and entrance that way.
But the principal house-door opened on the square yard
or quadrangle towards the road, formerly a regular car-
nage entrance, though the middle of the area was now
made use of for stacking timber, faggots, hurdles, and
other products of the wood. It was divided from the
lane by a lichen-coated wall, in which hung a pair of
gates, flanked by piers out of the perpendicular, with a
round white ball on the top of each.

The building on the left of the inclosure was a long-
backed erection, now used for spar-making, sawing,
cnb-frammg, and copse-ware manufacture in general'
Opposite were the waggon-sheds where Marty had
deposited her spars.

Here Winterborne had remained after the girl's
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abrupt departure, to see that the loads were properly
made up. Winterborne was connected with the Mel-
bury family in various ways. In addition to the senti-
mental relationship which arose from his father having
been the first Mrs. Melbury's lover, Winterborne's aunt
had married and emigrated with the brother of the
timber-merchant many years before—an alliance that
was sufficient to place Winterborne, though the poorer,
on a footing of social intimacy with the Melburys. As
in most villages so secluded as this, intermarriages
were of Hapsburgian frequency among the inhabitants,
and there were hardly two houses in Little Hintock
unrelated by some matrimonial tie or other.

For this reason a curious kind of partnership existed
between Melbury and the younger man—a partnership
based upon an unwritten code, by which each acted in
the way he thought fair towards the other, on a give-and-
take principle. Melbury, with his timlier and copse-
ware business, found that the weight of his labour came
in winter an.i spring. Winterborne was in the apple
and cio ie, and his requirements in cartage and
other wf ne in the autumn of each year. Hence
horses, waggons, and in some degree men, were handed
over to him when the apples began to fall ; he, in return,
lending his assistance to Melbury in the busiest wood-
cutting season, as now.

Before he had left the shed a boy came from the
house to ask him to remain till Mr. Melbury had seen
him. Winterborne thereupon crossed over to the spar-
house where some journeymen were already at work, two
of them being travelling spar -makers from Stagfoot
Lane, who, when the fall of the leaf began, made their
appearance regularly, and when winter was over disap-
peared in silence till the season came again.

Firewood was the one thing abundant in Little Hin-
tock

; and a blaze of gad-ends made the outhouse gay
with its light, which vied with that of the day as yet.
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In the hollow shades of the roof could be seen pale
dangling arms of ivy which had crept through the joints
ot the tiles and were groping in vain for some support,
their leaves being dv.-fed and sickly for want of sun-
light; others were pushing in with such force at the
eaves as to lift from their supports the shelves that
were fixed there.

Besides the itinerant journey-workers there were
also present John Upjohn, Melbury's regular man •

a neighbour engaged in the hollow-turnery trade: old
Timothy Tangs and young Timothy Tangs, top and
bottom sawyers at work in Mr. Melbury's pit outside-
farmer Ciiwtree, who kept the cider-house, and Robert
Creedle, an old man who worked for Winterborne. and
stood warming his hands; these latter having been
enticed m by the ruddy blaze, though they had no
particular business there. None of them calls for
any remark, except perhaps Creedle. To have com-
pletely descnbed him it would have been necessary to
write a military memoir, for he wore under his smock-
frock a cast-off soldier's jacket that had seen hot
service, its collar sho.'ng just above the flap of the
trock

;
also a hunting memoir, to include the top-boots

.hat he had picked up by chance; also chronicles of
voyaging and shipwreck, for his pocket-knife had been
given him by a weather-lieaten sailor. But Creedle
carried about with him on his uneventful rounds these
silent testimonies of war, sport, and adventure, and
thought nothing of their associations or their stories

Copse-work, as it was called, being an occupation
which the secondary intelligence of the hands and arms
could r^rry on without requiring the sovereign atten-
tion of the head, the minds of its professors wandered
considerably from the objects before them; hence the
tales chronicles, and ramifications of family hi.iory
which were recounted here were of a very exhaustive
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Winterborne, seeing that Melbury had not arrived
stepped hack again outside the door ; and the conver-
sation mterruDted by his momentary presence flowed
anew, reachmg his ears as an accompaniment to the

around
^"^^'"^ °^ ^^^ ^°S ^'°'" ^^^ plantation boughs

The topic at present handled was a highly popular
and frequent one— the personal character of Mrs
Charmond, the owner of the surrounding woods i.nd
groves.

*'

'My brother-in-law told me, and I have no reason
to doubt It,' said Creedle, «that she'd sit down to her
dinner with a frock hardly higher than her elbowsO you wickea woman !

" he said to hisself when
he first see her, "you go to your church, and sit,
and kneel, as if your kneejints were greased with ven^
samt s anointment, and tell off your hear-us-good-Lords
as pat as a busmess-man counting money; and yetyou can eat your victuals such a wanton figure as
that! Whether she's a reformed character by this
time I can't say; but I dc-'t care who the man is,
hats how she went on when my brother-in-law lived
there.

' Did she do it in her husband's time ? '

•That I don't know-hardly, I should think, con-
sidering his temper. Ah !

' Here Creedle threw
gneved remembrances into physical form by slowly
resigning his head to obliquity and letting his eyes
water. « That man! "Not if the angels of heav^
come down, Creedle," he said, "shall you do another
day's work for me !

" Yes-he would as soon take
a winged angel's name in viin as yours or minet
Well, now I must get these spars home-along, and
to-morrow, thank God, I must see about using 'em.'

An old woman now entered upon the scene Shewc. Mr. Melbury'.', servant, and passed a great part
ot her time m crossing the yard lietween the house-door
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and the spar-shed, whither she had come now for fuel
She had two facial aspects—one, of a soft nnd flexible

kind, which she used indoors; the other, with stiff

lines and corners, which she assumed when addressing
the men outside.

' Ah, Grammer Oliver,' said John Upjohn, ' it do do
my heart good to see a old woman like you so dapper
and stirring, when I bear in mind that, after fifty, one
year counts as two did afore ! But your smoke didn't
rise this morning till twenty minutes past seven by my
beater ; and that's late, Grammer Oliver.'

^
If you was a full-sized man, John, I might take

notice of your scornful meanings. But really a woman
couldn't feel hurt if such smallness were to spit fire and
brimstone itself at her. Here,' she added, holding out
a spar-gad to one of the workmen, from which dangled
a long black-pudding, ' here's something for thy break-
fast, and if you want tea you must fetch it from
indoors.'

' Mr. Melbury is late this morning,' said the bottom-
sawyer.

' Yes. 'Twas a dark dawn,' said Mrs. Oliver. 'Even
when I opened the door, so late as I was, you couldn't
have told poor men from gentleman, or John from a
reasonable-sized object. And I don't think maister's
slept at all well to-night. ' He's anxious about his
daughter; and I know what that is, for I've cried
bucketfuls for my own.'

When the old woman had gone Creedle said

—

' He'll fret his gizzard green if he don't soon hear
from that maid of his. Well, learning is better than
houses and lands. But to keep a maid at school till

she is taller out of pattens than her mother was in 'em—
'tis a tempting o' Providence.'

' It seems no time ago that she was a little playward
girl,' said young Timothy Tangs.

'I can mind her mother,' said the hollow-turner.
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'Alwaya teuny, delicate piece; her touch upon your
hand was as soft as mnd. She was inoculated for
the small-pox and had it lieautifu' fine, just about the
time that I was out of my apprenticeship—ay, and
a long apprenticeship 'twas. I served that master
of mir.e six yeaie and three hundred and fourteen
days.'

The hollow-turner pronounced the days with emphasis,
as if, considering their number, they were a rather
more remarkable fact than the years.

'Mr. Winterborne's father walked with her at one
time,' said old Timothy Tangs ; ' but Mr. Melbury won
her. She was a child of a woman, and would cry like
ram if so be he huffed her. Whenever she and her
husband came to a puddle in their walks together he'd
take her up like a halfpenny doll and put her over
without dirting her a speck. And if he keeps the
daughter so long at boarding-school he'll make her as
nesh as her mother was. But here he comes.'

Just before this moment Winterlxjrne had seen
Melbury crossing the court from his door. He is
carrying an open letter in his hand, and came strain at
to Winterborne. His gloom of the preceding night
had quite gone.

' I'd no sooner made up my mind, Giles, to go and
see why Grace didn't come or write than I get a letter
from her. « My dear father," says she, " I'm coming
home to-morrow (that's to-day), but I didn't think it

worth while to write long beforehand." The little
rascal, and didn't she! Now, Giles, as you are going
to Sherton market to-day with your apple-trees, why
not join me and Grace there, and we'll drive home all
together ?

'

He made the proposal with cheerful energy : he was
hardly the same man as the man of the small dark
hours. Even among the moodiest the tendency to \ye
cheered is stronger than the tendency to be cast down

;
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and a soul's specific gravity constantly re-asserts itself

as less than that of the sea of troubles into which it

is thrown.

Winterborne, though not demonstrative, replied to
this suggestion with alacrity. There was not much
doubt that Marty's grounds for cutting off her hair
were substantial enough, if this man's eyes had been
a reason for keeping it on. As for the timber-
merchant, his invitation had been given solely in

pursuance of his scheme for uniting the pair. He
had made up his mind to the course as a duty, and
was strenuously bent upon following it out.

Accompanied by Winterborne he now turned to-

wards the door of the spar-house, when his footsteps
were heard by the men as aforesaid.

'Well, John, and Robert,' he said, nodding as he
entered. ' A rimy morning.'

' 'Tis, sir
!

' said Creedle energetically, for not having
as yet been able to summon force sufficient to go
away and begin work he felt the necessity of throwing
some into his speech. • I don't care who the man is,

'tis the rimiest morning we've had this fall.'

' I heard you wondering why I've kept my daughter
so long at boarding-school,' said Mr. Melbury, looking
up from the letter whi.a he was reading anew by the
fire, and turning to them with the suddenness that was
a trait in him. ' Hey ?

' he asked with affccLed shrewd-
ness. ' But you did, you know. Well now, though
it is my own business more than anybody else's, I'll

tell ye. When I was a boy, another boy—the pa'son's

son—along with a lot of others, asked me " Who dragged
Whom round the walls of WTiat ? " and I said, " Sam
Barret, who dragged his wife in a chair round the tower
when she went to be churched." They laughed at me
so much that I went home and couldn't sleep for

shame; and I cried that night till my pillow was wet;
till I thought to myself—" They may laugh at me for
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my ignorance, but that was father's fault, and nonr- o'my making, and I must f)ear it. Hut they shall neverlaugh a my children, if I have any; I'll starve first"
I hank God I ve been able to keep h.r at school at the

>^^rurh°hTK\''""'^'"^"
y'""'' ""^ h^'- «-holarship

/t vl ^ I ^'.'"^P^
«" ^^ governess for a time

Let em laugh now if they can : Mrs. Charmond herself
IS not ljet.er informed than my girl Orace

'

h.Ju^'^
'*''' •'''''"*^^^*"g ^^t^^-en high indifference andhumble emotion m h.s delivery, which made it difficult

for them to reply. Winterlwrne's interest was of a kind

hv 'tt fi

"°' "T '''If
'" ^'^^^^

'
''''^^'^'"g. he stood

b> the fire, mechanically stirring the emhjers with aspar-gad.
"^

'You'll be, then, ready, fiiles?' Melbury continuedawakmg from a reverie. 'Well, what was the latest'news at Shottsford yesterday, Mr. Cawtree ? '

' Oh, well, Shottsford is Shottsford still—you can't
victual your carcase there unless you've got moneyand you can't buy a cup of genuine there, whethl;

you 11 hear news of home." It seems that our new
neighbour this young Doctor Whafs-his-name, is astrange, deep, pemsing gentleman: and there's goodS one.'

^''""' '' '" "'" '^' ^^"' '-'^-

"Od name it all,' murmured the timber-merchant,
unimpressed by the news, but reminded of other thingsby the subject of it; 'I've got to meet a gentleman

bherton Abbas for the maid.'
^

..rl ^T"'' ?'^!'? ^^^ '^'^'^''^ ^^*^°"^ ^'» I hear what
sort of bargain he's made,' said the top-sawTer

' Tis only an old woman's tale,' said Cawtree.
But It seems that he wanted certain books on some
mystenous black art, and in order that the people
hereabout should not know anything about thenThe

33 c



1
THE WOODLANDERS

ordered 'em direct from London, and not from the
Sherton lx«okseller. The parcel was delivered by
mistake at the pa'son's, and as he wasn't at home,
his wife opened it, and went into hysterics when she
read 'en-, thinking her huslxind had turned heathen,
and 'twould Ix the ruin of the children. But when
he came he knew no more about 'em than she ; and
found they were this Mr. Fitzpiers's property. So he
wrote "Beware!" outside, and sent 'em on by the
sexton.'

• He must \ie a curious young man,' mused the
hollow-turner.

• He must,' said Timothy Tangs.
' Nonsense,' said Mr. Melbury authoritatively, he's

only a gentleman fond of science, and philosophy, and
poetry, and, in fact, every kind of knowledge; and
being lonely here, he passes his time in making such
natters his hobby.'

'Well,' said old Timothy, "tis a strange thing
about doctors that the worse they l)e the better they
be. I mean that if you hear anything of this sort
about 'em ten to one they can cu:e ye as nobody else
can.'

'True,' said Cawtree emphatically. 'And for my
part I shall take my custom from old Jones and go to
this one directly I've anything the matter inside me.
That last medicine old Jones gave me had no taste in
it at all.'

Mr. Melbury, as became a well-informed man, did
not listen to these recitals, being moreover preoccupied
with the business appointment which had come into
his head. He walked up and down, looking on the
floor—his usual custom when undecided. That stiff-

ness about the arm, hip, and knee-joint, which was
apparent when he walked, was the net product of the
divers sprains and over-exertions that had been required
of him in handling trees and timber when a young man,
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for he was of the sort called self made, and had worked
hard. Ht- knrw the origin of ev«.'ry one of thesi; rmmjw ;

that in hi-, left shoulc^r had come of rarryinj,' a pfillard,

unassisted, from 'i'utcoml)e Bottom home : that in one
leg was caused by the crash of an elm against it when
they were felling ; that in the other was from lifting a
ixjie. On many a morrow, after wearying himself Ijy

these prodigious muscular efforts, he had risen from his
bed fresh as usual ; and confident in the r- up -ative
I)Ower of his youth, he had repeated the strain , anew.
But treacherous Time had !)een only hiding ill-results

when they could be guarded against for greater effect
when they could not. Now in his declining years the
store had been unfolded in the form of rheumatisms,
pricks, and spasms, in every one of which Melbury
recognized some act, which, had its consequences been
contemporaneously made known, he would wisely have
abst:.Ined from rep)eating.

On a summons by Grammer Oliver to breakfast ht
went to the kitchen, where the family breakfasted in
winter to save house-lafxjur : and sitting dow n by the
fire looked a long time at the pair of dancing shadows
cast by each fire-iron and dog-knob on the whitewashed
chimney corner—a yellow one from the window, and a
blue one from the fire.

' I don't quite know what to do to-day,' he said to
his wife at last. ' I've recollected that I promised to
meet Mrs. Charmond*s steward in Round Wood at
twelve o'clock, and yet I want to go for (^irace.'

'Why not let Giles fetch her by himself? 'Twill
bring 'em together all the quicker.'

' I could ^ that—hut I always liave gone, without
fail, every time hitherto; and perhaps she'll be dis-
appointed if I stay away.'

' You may Ix: disappointed, but I don't think she
will, if you send Giles,' said Mrs. Melbury dryly.

' Very weU—I'U send him.'
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Melbury was often persuaded by the quiet of his
wife's words whtii stnnuous arKuimnt would hav«; had
no effect. This second Mrs. MeUniry was a placid
woman, who had l)ccn nurse to his child (;race after
her mother's death. Little (inice had clung to the
nurse with much alTection ; and ultimately Melhury.
in dread lest the only woman who cared for the girl
should be induced to leave her, persuaded the mild
Lucy to marry him. The arrangement—for it was
little more—had worked satisfactorily enough; ('.race
had thriven, and Melbury had not repented.

He returned to the spar-house and found (Jiles
near at hand, to whom he explained the change of plan.
' As she won't arrive till five o'clock, you can get your
business ver>' well over in time to receive her,' said
Melbury. • I'he green gig will do for her; you'll
spin along quicker with that, and woni be late upon
the road. Her boxes can 'be called for by one of the
waggons.'

VVinterlwrne, knowing nothing i,{ the timl)er-mer.
chant's restitutory aims, quietly thought all this to be
a kindly chance. Wishing, even more than her father,
to despatch his apple-tree business in the market Ijcfore
Grace's arrival, he prepared to start at once.

Melbury was careful that the turn-out should be
seemly. The gig-wheels, for instance, were not always
washed during winter-time before a journey, the muddy
roads rendering that lalxjur useless; but they were
washed to-day. The harness was blacked, and when
the grey horse had been put in, and Winterbome was
in his seat ready to start, Mr. Melbury stepped out with
a blacking-brush and with his own hands touched over
the yellow hoofs of the animal.

'You SLC, Giles,' he said as he blacked, 'coming
from a fashionable school she might feel shocked at
the homeliness of home; and 'tis these little things
that catch a dainty woman's eye if they are neglected.
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We, livinji hen- alone, don't
brown creeps out of the earth
from a rity—why, she'll nolir c everything

notiro how the whit<.y

over us ; hut she, fresh

• That she will,' said Oil

!

es.

• And scorn us if we don't mind.'
' Not scorn us.'

'No, no, nf)—that's only words. .She's tor) jjfKKl
a girl to do that. But when wc consider what she
knows, and what she has seen since she last saw us
'tis as well to meet her views. W hy, 'tis a year since
she was m tl.is ' lace, owing to hrr gr,ing abroad
in the summer

:
., naturally we shall look small, just

at first— J o ,|y 5u>_ ,ast at first.'

Mr. .K: ar>' s tone evinced a certain exultation in
the very sense of that inferiority he affected to deplore •

for this advanced and refined Uing, was she not his
ovvn all the rime? Not so f liies ; he felt doubtful
He looked at his clothes with misgiving; but said
nothing.

It was his custom during the planting season to
carry a specimen apple-tnt.- to market with him as
an advertisement of what he dealt in. This had lx:en
tied acn,ss the gig; and mountin- in front, he drove
away, the twigs nodding with each step of the horse
.Melbur>- went h.d.jprs. Before the gig had passed
out of sight Mr. Mdbur>' reapf^eared and shouted
after

—

'Here, Giles,' he said, breathlessly following with
some wraps, ' it may be ver>- chilly tr>night. and she
may want something extra about her. And (iiles,' he
added, when the young man put the horse in morion
once more, 'tell her that I should have come myself
but I had particular business with Mrs. Charmond's
agent whirh pr-vcnted mc Don't foruci.'

He watched Winterborne out of sight under the
tx)ughs, where cobwebs glistened in the now clearing
air, lengthening and shortening their shine like ek-.tic
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needles
; he saw the wood-pigeons rise as Giles drove

past them ; and said to himself with a jerk—a shape
into which emotion with him often resolved itself—
' There now, I hope the two will bring it to a point,
and have done with it ! 'Tis a pity to let such a girl
throw herself away upon him—a thousand pities ! . . .

And yet 'tis my duty, for his father's sake.'
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WiNTERBORNE sped on his way to Sherton Abbas
without elation and without discomposure. Had he
regarded his inner self spectacularly, as lovers are now
daily more wont to do, he might have felt pride in the
discernment of a somewhat rare power in him that of
keeping not only judgment but emotion suspended in
difficult cases. But he noted it not.

Arrived at the entrance to a long flat lane, which had
taken the spirit out of many a pedestrian in times when,
with the majority, to travel meant to walk, he saw before
him the trim figure of a young woman in pattens, jour-
neying with that steadfast concentration which means
purpose and not pleasure. He was soon near enough
to see that she was Marty South. Click click, click
went the pattens ; and she did not turn her head.

Yet she had seen him, and shrank from being over-
taken by him thus ; but, as it was inevitable, she braced
herself up for his inspection by closing her lips so as to
make her mouth quite unemotional, and by throwing
an additional firmness into her tread.

' Why do you wear pattens, Marty ? The turnpike
is clean enough although the lanes are muddy.'

' They save my boots.'

' But twelve miles in pattens—'twill twist your feet
off. Come, get up and ride with me.'
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.rJ*;^
J^fi^ted, removed her pattens, knocked theC ?^i ^^^•'" ^^^^"'^ *^^ ^heel, and mounted in

JT Vu "?'^'^'"^ specimen apple-tree. She had so

fh^rf , J ^°?"^^ ""'"'^ ^ ^"" ^^^^^ ^"d trimmings
that her lack of long hair did not much injure her ap-
pearance; though Giles of course saw that it was goneand may have guessed her motive in parting with it-

that loSu
^ '"fr^q"*^"*. being not unheard-of in

But nature's adornment was still hard by—in factwithm two feet of him. In Marty's basket was a
brown-paper packet, and in the packet the chestnut
locks, which, by reason of the Ixirber's request for secrecy,
she had not ventured to intrust to other hands.

Giles asked, mth some hesitation, how her fatherwas getting on

_
He was better, she said ; he would be able to work

in a ..y or two
; he would be quite well but for his

cra7e about the tree falling on him

n,u'J°T"
'"'°'''

""^l ' .'^°"'* ^'^ ^°^ ^'"^ «o often as I

kliow ? '

'"^^°'^ ^^"^ Winterborne.
' Or don't you

* I think I do.'

' Because of the houses ?

'

She nodded.

nJ.J?K ^
u""

''^''''^ '' ""^y "^^"^ *h^* niy anxiety isabout those houses which I should lose by his death,more than about him. Marty, I do feel anxious about
the houses since half my income depends upon them :

Z.Lt r''^ T' ^°' ^'"'' ^"^ '' ^•'"o^t seemsurong that houses should be leased for lives, so as tolead to such mixed feelings.'

'After father's death they will be Mrs. Charmond's?'
I hey'll be hers.'

thoJhT^
^'e going to keep company with my hair,' she

Thus talking they reached the town of Sherton
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Abbas By no pressure would she ride up the street
w.th h.rn. 'That's the right of another woman,' she
said with playful malice as she put on her pattens «

T

nfrJnVl'K T ^'' '.^'"^'"« ^^•' '^'h^">^ you fo'r the
lift m that handsome gig. Good-bye.'

He blushed a little, shook his head at her anddrove on ah^d into the streets; the churches, the
abbey, and other mediaeval buildings on this clear brightmorning having the linear distinctness of architectural
drawings, as if the original dream and vision of the
conceiving master-mason were for a brief hour flasheddown through the centuries to an unappreciative age.
Giles saw their eloquent look on this day of trans-

t^he^nn^' ard^
'""^^ "°^ "'""'^''"^

'*' "*= *"'"^ '"*°

Mar^^, following the same track, marched promptly
o the hairdresser's. Percomb was the chief of his
trade in Sherton Abbas. He had the patronage o,such county off-shoots as had been obliged to seek the
shelter of small houses in that ancient town, of thelocd clergy, and so on; for some of whom he hadmade .jigs, while others among them had compensated
for neglecting him m theii lifetime by patronizing him

coZ^V"'?. '"'' ^"' ^^"'"g h- ^have'theTr
corpses On the streng h of all this he had takendown his pole and called himsolf 'Perruquier to the
aristocracy.' ^

Nevertheless, this sort of support did not quite fillh,s children's mouths, and they had to be fiUed. Sobehind his house there was a little yard, reached by apassage from the back street, and in that^arfwas apole, and under the pole a shop of quite anotheTdescnption than the ornamental one in the fronV str^t

aW.r
^"^"^^y "'ghts from seven till ten he took analmot innumerable succession of twopences from the

farm-labourers who flocked thither in „owds from thecountry. And thus he lived.
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Marty, of course, went to the front shop, and handed
her packet to him silently.

' Thank you,' said the barber quite joyfully «

I

hardly expected it after what you said last night.'
She turned aside, while a tear welled up in each eye

at this reminder.

' Nothing of what I told you,' he whispered. ' But
I can trust you, I see.'

She had now reached the end of this distressing
busine.',s; and went listlessly along the street to attend
to other errands. These occupied her till four o'clock,
at which time she recrossed the market-place. It was
impossible to avoid rediscovering Winterborne every
time she passed that way, for standing, as he always
did at this season of the year, with his specimen apple-
tree in the midst, the boughs rose above the heads of
the farmers, and brought a delightful suggestion of
orchards into the heart of the town.

When her eye fell upon him for the last time he was
standing somewhat apart, holding the tree like an en-
sign, and looking on the ground instead of pushing his
produce as he ought to have Ijeen doing. He was, in
fact, not a very successful seller either of his trees or of
his cider, his habit of speaking his mind when he spoke
at all militating against this branch of his business.

While she regarded him he lifted his eyes in a
direction away from iMarty, and his face kindled with
recognition an^ surprise. She followed his gaze, and
saw walking across to him a flexible young creature in
whom she perceived the features of her she had known
as Miss Grace Melbury, but now looking glorified and
refined to much above her former level. Winterborne
being fixed to the spot by his apple-tree, could not
advance to meet her : he held out his spare hand with
his hat in it, and with some embarrassment beheld her
coming on tip-toe tlirough the mud to the middle of
the square where he stood.
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Miss Melbury, as Marty could see, had not fjeen ex
pected by Giles so early. Indeed, her father had named
five o'clock as her probable time, for which reason that
hour had been looming out all the day in his forward
perspective, like an important edifice on a dull plain.
Now here she was come, he knew not how, and his
arranged welcome stultified.

His face became gloomy at her necessity for stepping
mto the road, and more still at the little look of embar-
rassment she showed at having to perform the meeting
with him under an apple-tree ten feet high in the middle
of the market-place. Having had occasion to take off
the new gloves she had bought to come home in, she
held out to him a hand graduating from pink at the tips
of the fingers to white at the palm ; and the reception
formed a scene, with the tree over their heads, which
was not by any means an ordinary one in town streets.

The greeting in her looks and on her lips had a
restrained shape, which perhaps was not unnatural
For true it was that Giles Winterborne, though well-
attired and well-mannered for a yeoman, looked rough
beside her. It had sometimes dimly occurred to him,
in his ruminating silences at Little Hintock, that ex-
ternal phenomena—such as the lowness or height or
colour of a hat, the fold of a coat, the make of a boot,
or the chance attitude of a limb at the instant of view—

^

may have a great influence upon feminine opinion of a
man's worth, so frequently founded on non-essentials

;but a certain causticity of mental tone towards himself
and the world in general had prevented to-day, as
always, any enthusiastic action on the strength of that
reflection; and her momentary instinct of reserve at
first sight of him was the penalty he paid for his laxness

He gave away the tree to a bystander, as soon as he
could find one who would accept the cumbersome gift,
and the twain moved on towards the inn at which he
had put up. Marty made as if to step forward for the
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pleasure of fieing recognized by Miss Melbury; but
abruptly checking herself she glided behind a carrier's
van, saymg diyly «No; I baint wanted there;' and
critically regarded Winterborne's companion

It would have been difficult to descrilxi Grace Mel-bury with precision, either then or at any time. Nayfrom the highest point of view, to precisely describe a

^r^r^^r'
'^^ ^°'"' f ^ ""'^*^"^' h«w impossible!

Kut apart from transcendentalism, there never probably
lived a person who was in herself more completely a

eye^extefn^lt^^^^^^^
°^ '"."'"P'' '« ^PP^^«^ ^ "^om^^,even externally, by items of face and figure

timfi^'"5/f''"'^"y' " "^y ^ «^d that she was some-

toThP^r "r k'' u'^r
'''"^ "«' bea"tif"l. accordingto the state of her health and spirits.

^

clear^coZl^
"^"'^"'^ presentment she was of a fair and

anH .^7 °"' '^'^^' P^'^ *^^» P'"k, slim in buildand elastic m movement. Her look expressed a tendency to wait for others' thoughts before uttering herown; possibly also to wait for others' deeds before her

hardly settled down to its matured curves there waTagentleness that might hinder sufficient self-assertion L?her own good. She had well-formed eyebrows whicShad her portrait been painted, would probably havebeen done in Prouts's or Vandyke brown
There was nothing remarkable in her dress just nowbeyond a natural fitness, and a style that was recent f^;

t wori:''''^°"- •

^"*' '^^^* ^'^ qulTtriking

LT 1^-^ """^"^ J"'' ^« ""1^- For there can iShardly anything less connected with a woman's oe^sonahty than'dmpeiy which she has neither desgn'Sl
manufactured, cut, sewed, nor even seen, except 1w agW of approval when told that such and 'such a

dedded'bvoth " ""^' ^"'^^ ^^"^^ '^ ^- b--
W?«^ r^ If

imperative at that particular time.What people therefore saw of her in a cursory view
44



THE W00DLANDER8

was very little
;

in truth, mainly something that was

wK UA ,

.'-' '''""^" ^^'"^^^ ^^^ ^ conjectural creaturewho had httle to do with the outlines presented to

rn.^?" Tu' "" '^^^ '" '^^ S'^^"'' ^hose true qualitycould only be approximated by putting together a movi^ment now and a glance then, in that patient attentionwhich nothing but watchful loving-kindness ever troublj^

There was a little delay in their setting out from theown, and Marty South took advantage of it toTstenonvard, with the view of escaping them on the wly
lest they should feel compelled to'spoil their Zdlleby askmg her to nde. She walked fast, and one-third
of the journey was done, and the evening rapidly darken-
ing before she perceived any sign of them^ehind her.Then, while asc_nding a hill, she dimly saw their vehicle

slShtT/r: 'r '°r' P^" °^ ^^e incHne, their helds

weS hi hand
" "^f ' " -^^^^^^ °^ ^ P^^°f horses

still faster

^'"^
'"

^
'^^ '^*"- ^^^ ^'^^^^

But between these and heiself there was a carriage

«ith lighted lamps. When it overtook her—which wasnot soon on account of her pace-the scene was much

hSe^sri^tt sx:: '- ^- -^^-^ -

this^rJS'""^'* A ^T^ '^"' '^^ '"'gh^ ^'^^ hold behind
this carnage and so keep along with it, to save herself

Hitv'sTkTfK
°' "^^"^ overtaken'and pickj'p

ZZ^ li u^'

^^^ '^^"''"S P^'""- Accordingly, as thecarnage drew abreast of her in climbing the long ascenthe walked close to the wheels, the rays of the^silamp penetrating her very pores. She had on^yT

su'S .^'"'
"k'^"

^'^ ^^^^ stopped, and toCsurpnse the coachman asked her, over his shoulder if
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she wrould ride. What made the question more surpri^
«ng was that it came in ofxjdience to an order from the
mterior of the vehicle.

Marty gladly assented, for she was weary, very weary
after workmg all night and keeping afoot all day She
mounted beside the coachman, wondering why this good
fortune had happened to her. He was rather a greatman m aspect, and she did not like to inquire of him
for some time.

At last she said, « Who has been so kind as to askme lo nde ?

'

'Mrs. Charmond,' replied her statuesque companion
Marty was stirred at the name, so closely connected

with her last night's experiences. ' Js this her carriage ?

'

she whispered.

'Yes; she's inside.'

Marty reflected, and perceived that Mrs. Charmond
must have recognized her plodding up the hill under
the blaze of the lamp

: recognized, probably, her stubbly
pol (since she had kept away her face), and thought
that those stubbles v *he result of her own desire

Marty South was not so very far wrong. Inside
the carnage a pair of bright eyes looked from a ripe
handsome face, and though behind those bright eyes
was a mmd of unfathomed mysteries, beneath them
there beat a heart capable of quick, extempore warmth—a heart which could indeed be passionately and im-
prudently warm on certain occasions. At present, after
recognizing the girl, she had acted on a mere impulse
possibly feeling gratified at the denuded appearance
which signified the success of her agent in obtaining
what she had required.

"Tis wonderful that she should ask ye,' observed
the majestic coachman presently. « I have never known
her do It before, for as a rule she takes no interest in
the village folk at all.'

Marty said no more, but occasionally turned her
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head to see if she could get n glimpse of the Olympiancreature who. as the coachman had truly olS^d
hardly ever descended from her clouds into the TemS
vale of he panshioners. But she could discern nothbgof the lady. She also looked for Miss Melbury andVVmterborne. The nose of their horse sometimes camequue near the back of Mrs. Charmond's carriage Bmhey never attempted to pass it till the latter convejance turned towards the park gate, when they s^^.Here the carnage drew up that the gate might beoperied; and m the momentary silence Martrheard agenwle oral sound, soft as a breeze

' What's that ?
' she whispered.

• Mis'ess yawning.'
' Why should she yawn ?

'

'Oh because she's been used to such wonderfulgood hfe, and finds it dull here. She'll soon te offagain on account of it.'

'So rich and so powerful, and yet to yawn'' the

Marty now alighted; the lamp again shone uponher, and as the carriage rolled on, aToice saTd toTerfrom the mtenor, ' Good night.'
' Good night, ma'am,' said Marty. But she had not

.^JJesfhe" Z *'^ T^" ^^°W" -^X tointerest her—the second person of her own sex whohad operated strongly on her mind that day.
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ii,

VI

Meanwhile \Vinterlx)rnc and Grace Melbury had
also undergone their little experiences.

As he drove off with her out of the town the
glanc^ of people fell upon them, the younger thinking
that Mr. Umterbome was in a pleasant place, and
wondering in what relation he stood towards herW interlwrne himself was unconscious of this. Occupied
solely with the idea of having her in charge, he did not
notice much with outward eye.

Their conversation was in briefest phrase for some
time, Grace lieing somewhat discor v ted, through not
haying understood till they were : out to start that
Giles was to be her sole conduc t, in place of her
father. When they had left Sherton Park and Castle
nearly out of sight and were in the open country
he spoke. "

'Don't Brownley's farm-buildings look strange to
you now they have been moved bodily from the
hollow where the old ones stood to the top of
t^e hill? ^

She admitted that they did, though she should not
have seen any difference in them if he had not pointed
it out. ^

'They had a good crop of bitter-sweets, thev
couldnt grind them all'—nodding towards an orchard
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where some h^p« of apples had l^n left lyinij ever
since the ingathering. ' ^

She said • Yes,' but Irwking at another orchard.
Why, you are looking at John-apple trees! Youknow bitter-sweets—you used to well enough > '

' I anj afraid I have forgotten, and it is getting too
dark to distinguish.' '^

knowledge and interests which had formerly movedGraces mmd had quite died away from her. Hewondered whether the special attributes of his image
in the past had evaporated like these other things

this Z'wK^' "H'^^'
^^'' '^" ^''' '' P'*--^^"^ ^-^^ '^^^rdy

this that where he was seeing John-apples and farm
buUdirgs she was l^^holding a much contrasting scenT-
a broad lawn in the fashionable suburb of a fas» citv'
the evergreen leaves .^ning in the evening sun, a. iwhich bounding girl.., gracefully clad in artistic ai^ange-
ments of blue, brown, red, and white, were pUying atgames, with laughter and chat, in all the pride of life
the notes of puno and harp trembling in the air from'
the open windows adjoining. .Moreover they were
girls— and this was a fact which Grace Melburvs
delicate femininity could not lose sight of—whie
parents Giles would nave addressed with a deferential
Sir or Madam Beside this visioned scene the homely
farmsteads did not quite hold their own from h^
present twenty-year point of survey. For all his wood-hnd sequestration Giles knew the primitive simplicity
of the subject he had started, and now sounded adeeper note.

,.
' ^7^'.

"'^"^u"^^
''^' "^^ ''^^ ^° ^ch other yearsago

;
I often think of it. I mean our saving that itwe stiil hked each other when you were twcnfy and

twenty-five, we d '
'

•It was child's tattle.'

' H'm ?
' said Giles suddenly.
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T mean we were young,' said she more consider-
aicl) I hat abrupt manner of his in makinu imiuiries
re»iun,ed her that he was unaltered.

' U; ... I beg your pardon, Miss Melbury : your
tithei St ft/ me to meet you to-day.*

I k.iiow it, and I am glad of it.' And she looked
;il; hi 1 .1 'lectionately.

ii' s cmed satisfied with her and went on—'At
tiot niu; ;..vi vrro sitting Ixjside me at the back of
your fitiv.vs covered car, when w. were coming home
irom ^:f)sy-.ig, all the party being squeezed in together
a tight as -neep in an auction-pen. It got darker and
darker, ;: .d I said— I forget the exact words—but I
put my arm round your waist, and there you let it
stay till your father, sitting in front, suddenly stopped
telhng his storv- to Farmer Bollen, to light his pC!
1 he flash shone into the car, and showed us all up
distinctly: my arm flew from your waist like lightniniT
yet not so quickly Imt that some of 'em had s5;n, and
laugh«l at us. Yet your father, to our amazement,
instead of l^emg angry, was mild as milk, and seemed
quite pleased. Have you forgot all that, or haven't you?'

She owned that she remembered it very well now
that he mentioned the circumstances. ' But T 'must
have been in short frocks," she said slyly.

'Come now, Miss Mell)ury, that wont do' .Short
frocks indeed

! You know Ijetter as well a.-, I.'

Grace thereupon declared that she would not argue
v|Mth an old fnend she valued so highly as she valued
him but if It were as he said, then she was virtually
no less than an old woman now, so far did the time
seem removed from her present.

« But old feelings come to life again in some people,'
she added softly. * '

' And in others the)- have never died : ' said he
' fVl*^^^' ^""^ ^''' ^ ''^'y ''""^^^ ^"d liest, I sup.

pose
!

I don't pretend U. rank so high as they.'

50



THE WOODLANDERS

• It's not a they— it's a he '

(;n,re si«hed. « Shall I tdl y„n all ..lx,ut Bnthor ( J^e tcnhain, or places on the Continent that I
visited last summer?' she said.

' With all my heart.'

She then descril)ed places ami persons, avoidinn
however, what he most wished to hearJ. erythin'
specially appertainmg to her own existence. Whenshe had done she said gaily, « Now do you tell me
.n^return^what has happened in Hintock since I ha^

and me^'^Sr". ^"^^
u^' -'^nversatiun away frorr herana me, said Giles \Mthin h. n.

rh
^*

r'^i'"'\,''"[^'''^^°" ^^^ ^^ 'ar advanced inthe so, of M,s.s Melbury's mind as to lead her to talk
ot anytmng save of that she knew well, and had heE Th '!!:?' ;." ^'"'^'^P'"^ - ^^^^'^- ''^he had fallenfrom the good old Hmtock ways.

nn.."r- ^^'^u""*
proceeded far with his somewhat l>ald

Receding them for some time in the dusk \fissMe Uiry inquired if he knew whose ca. riage =t was

Grace watched he v. hide an-i its .as- roll an.-

2r^ In.

'"°'' "'"''^ "^'"
' '' '^ ^° ^h; one

'Pooh—we can polish off the ir le.i as well asthey con.- to that/ said W.nterl> ^n^ re..ding hemind: and nsmg to emulation at wi.at ,t bespoke hewhipped on the hors.. This it . whi h ha^TroLh?

•Mrs. c harmond -^ much eclipsin. Vcl.iele.

man, said ,ie, disternine her hy her 'r.

' A., poor Marty I must ask - . come to see
5»
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me this very evening. How does she happen to bendmg there?'
^^ *

' I don't know. It is very singular.'
Thus these people with converging destinies went

along the road together, till VVinterbome, leaving the
track of the carriage, turned into Little Hintock, where
almost the first house was the timber-merchant's.
Pencils of light streamed out of the windows sufficiently
to show the white laurustinus flowers, and glance
against the polished leaves of laurel. The interior of
the rooms could be seen distinctly, warmed up by the
fire-flames, which in the parlour were reflected from
pictures and book-case, and in the kitchen from the
utensils and ware.

' Let us look at the dear place for a moment beforewe call them,' she said.

x>r ?i?
^^'^..^'tf^en dinner was preparing; for though

Melbury dined at one o'clock at other times, to-day
the meal had been kept back for Grace. A rickety
old spit was m motion, its end being fixed in the fire-
dog, and the whole kept going by means of a cord
conveyed over pulleys along the ceiling to a large stone
suspended in a corner of the room. Old Grammer
Oliver came and wound it up with a rattle like that
of a mill.

In the parlour a colossal shade of Mrs. Melbury's
head fell on the wall and ceiling; but before the 4lhad regarded this room many moments their presence
was discovered, and her father and stepmother came
out to welcome her.

The character of the Melbury family was of that
kind which evinces some shyness in showing strong
emotion among each other; a trait frequent in rurj
households, and one curiously inverse to most of the
peculiarities distinguishing villagers from the neople
of towns. Thus hiding their warmer feelings under
commonplace talk all round, CJrace's reception pro-
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duced no extraordinary demonstrations. But that

fact that her father, in taking her indoors, quite forgot
the presence of GUes without, as did also Grace herselfHe said nothing; but took the gig round to the

^^ A^ . ? """^ ^'^^^ *^^ spar-house the man who
attended to these matters, when there was no conver-
sation among the spar-makers to particularly engage
him. Wmterborne then returned to the door with the
mtention of entering the house.

.iJ^^^^^ ^°"^ ^''^^ *^e P^lo'". and were stUl

^S^^'^k/"
themselves. The fire was as before the

only hght, and it irradiated Grace's face and hands
so as to make them look wondrously smooth and fair
beside those of the two elders; shining also through the
loose ha^ about her temples as sunlight through a
brake. Her father was surveying her in a dazed con-
jecture, so much had she developed and progressedm manner and m stature since he last had set eveson her. '

Observing these things Winterborne remained dubi-
ous by the door, mechanically tracing with his fingers
certoin timeworn letters carved in the jambs—initials
of bygone generations of householders who had livedand died there.

No, he declared to himself, he would not enterand jom the family; they had forgotten him, and itwas enough for to-day that he had brought her home.
Still, he was a little surprised that her father's eager-
ness to ^nd him for Grace should have resulted insuch indifference as this.

He walked softly away into the lane towards hisown house, looking back when he reached the turning,
from which he could get a last glimpse of the timber-
merchant's roof. He hazarded guesses as to what
brace was saying just at that moment, and murmured
*ith some self-derision, 'nothing about me!' He
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looked also in the other direction, and saw against the
sky the thatched hip and solitary chimney of Marty's
cottage, and thought of her too, struggling bravely
along under that humble shelter, a.aong her spar
gads and pots and skimmers.

At the timber-merchant's, in the meantime, con-
versation flowed

; and as Giles Winterborne had rightly
enough deemed, on subjects in which he had no share.Among the excluding matters there was, as chief, the
effect upon Mr. Melbury of the womanly mien and
manners of his daughter, which took him so much
unawares that it thrust back the image of her con-
^*^^o^|jo'"eward into quite the obscurest cellarage of

Another was his interview with Mrs. Charmond's
agent that morning, at which the lady herself had
been present for a few minutes. Melbuiy had pur-
chased some standing timber from her a long time
before, and now that the date had come for fling it
he was left to pursue almost his own course. This
IS what the household were actually talking of during
Giles's cogitation without.

*

'So thoroughly does she trust me,' said Melbury,
that I might fell, top, or lop, on my own judgment

any stick o' tunber whatever in her wood, and fix the
price o't, and settle the matter. But name it all I
wouldn t do sucn a thing. However, it may be useful
to have this good understanding with her. I wish
she took more interest in the place and stayed here all
the year round.'

' I am afraid 'tis not her regard for you, but her
disbke of rimtock, that makes her so easy about the
trees,' said Mrs. Melbury.

\Vhen dinner was over Grace took a candle andb^an to ramble pleasurably through the rooms of her
old home, from which she had latteriy become weil-

54



THE WOODLANDERS

nigh an alien. Each nook and each object revived a
memory, and simultaneously modified it. The chambers
seemed lower than they had appeared on any previous
occasion of her return, the surfaces of both walls and
ceilmgs standmg in such near relations to the eye that
It could not avoid taking microscopic note of their
irregularities and old fashion. Her own bedroom wore
at once a look more familiar than when she had left
It, and yet a face estranged. The world of little things
therein gazed at her in helpless stationariness, as though
they had tried and been unable to make any progr^Ss
without her presence. Over the place where her candle
had been accustomed to stand, when she had used to
read in bed till the midnight hour, there was still the
brown spot of smoke. She did not know that her
father had taken especial care to keep it from beinn
cleaned off.

*

Having concluded her perambulation of this now
uselessly commodious edifice, Grace began to feel that
she had come a long journey since the morning: and
when her fath*

; had been up himself, as well as his
wife to see that her room was comfortable and the
hre burning, she prepared to retire for the night.

No sooner, however^-had she extinguished her candle
than her momentary sleepiness took itself off, and she
wished she had stayed up longer. She amused herself
by listening to the old familiar noises that she could
hear to be still going on downstairs, and by looking
towards the window as she lay. The blind had been
drawn up, as she used to have it when a girl, and she
could just discern the dim tree-tops against the skv on
the neighbouring hi!!. Beneath this meeting-line of
light and shade nothing was visible save one solitan-
point of light, which blinked as the tree-twigs waved
to and fro Ixfforc its Ijeanis.

From its position it seemed to radiate from the
window of a house on the hill-side. The house had
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been empty when she was last at home, and she won-dered who mhabited the place now

on ^Z T^^'""'^'
;i?^ever, were not intently carriedon and she was watching the light quite idly when it

^'I %-g«? -'0-; and at' Jgth shoS; t'e" a"

Her curiosity was so widely awakened by the nheno-menon that she sat up in bed, and stared stea^^ at

Scite a«;n.^" 'P^'t'""'' °' '"^^ «°^' sufficient' toexcite attention anywhere, was no less than a marvel

Z^'T^' T ""r'
'^^ "^"^^^^ ^he hamlet. ^m"s

7l!Z h 7k1 ""^ "°'^"'"""' ^^'^^^ i" that woodlandplace had hitherto been the direct result of the regular
tejT^tnal roll which produced the season's chTibut here was something dissociated from these norma
sequences, and foreign to local knowledge

u^ uflu^^""^
*^'' '"°'"^"t that Grace heard the

Sn the^°"£:f-P'""i-*°
"^'^^' *^^ --t emphaSc

noise m the proceeding being that of her father boltingthe doors. Then the stairs creaked, and her fathefand mother passed her chamber. The lastTo comewas Grammar Oliver.

Grace slid out of bed, rarf across the room, andhfting the ktch said. <I am not asleep, GrammerCome m and talk to me.'
v^r^mmer.

ur^^^^T S!,'!''*7°'"^"
had entered Grace was again

stS'and .^.'J? k"- i."""""" ''' ^°-" her candle

coverlet
°" '^' ^^^ °^ ^''' ^^^hury's

th^'hi^^^
yo" to tell me what light that is I see onthe hill-side,' said Grace.

Mrs. Oliver looked across. «0, that,' she said,
'IS from the young doctor's. He's often doing thingsof that sort. Perhaps you don't know that we've adoctor living here now_Mr. Fitzpiers by name ?

'

Grace admitted that she had not heard of him
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'VVell, then, miss, he's come here to get ud a
practice. Though he belongs to the oldest, ancientest
family in the county, he's stooped to make hisself use-
ul like any common man. I know him very well
through going there to help 'em scrub sometimes, which
your father said I might do if I wanted to in my spare
time Being a bachelor-man he've only lodgings O
yes, I know him very well. Sometimes he'll talk tome as if I were his own mother.'

' Indeed.'

'Yes. "Grammer," he said one day when I askedhim why he came here where there's hardly anybodyImng " I'll tell you why I came here. I took a map!

the north of this distnct, and where Mr. Taylor's endson the south, and little Jemmy Green's on the east,and somebody else's to the west. Then I took a pairof compasses, and found the exact middle of the country

«^« 7^1 '^^^^^^^ these bounds, and that middlewas Little Hintock; so here I am.» ... But Lord
there

: poor young man !

'

' '

'Why?'
'He said, "Grammer Oliver, I've been here threemonths and although there are a good many peoplem the Hintocks and the villages round, and a scattered

practice is often a very good one, I don't seem to getmany patients. And there's no society at all • and
I m pretty near melancholy mad," he said, with a great
yawn. "I should be quite if it were not fir my bLks,and my lab—laboratory, and what not. Grammer Iwas made for higher things!" And then he'd yawnand yawn again.'

'

»K?I''%^1 '^"y ""^^^ ^°'' ^'gher things, do youthink? Is he clever?' 6 »
u you

'VVdl, no. How can he be clever? He may be
able to jme up a broken man or woman after a fashionand put his finger upon an ache if you tell him nearljl
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wrhere 'tis; but these young men—they should liveo my tm,e of life, and then they'd si how clemthey vere at five-and-twenty

! And'yet Te's a proHcTa real projick, and says the oddest of rozums.
^ "^^'

Grammer," he said at another time, "let me tell mlAa Everything is Nothing. Them's only Me and

nnn. ' 'u '^f
^^°^^ ^°'^^" ^nd he told me tCt

s^n-ihe^ t::^.r ciS.
^^^ ?- ^^ .-f

Tt^nrh^S'
• -^ ^^^ - --^^^^

' He will soon go away, no doubt

'

' I don't think so.'

At iTth^^ "?' "^^ T^y^' ^"^ ^^^»>'"*^r hesitated.

m ss ^ I L":" T'
' ^""'^ **^" y°"^ ^'^'' °^ "mother,miss, It 1 let you know a secret ? '

Grace gave the required promise.

just ylt"'
''" "^ °^^"^'"^ °^"' «° ^^ ™'t go away

' Buying you—how ?

'

H.J^k' ""? '^"^-'"y body, when I'm dead! Oneday when I was there cleaning, he said, "GrammerS '>^ ^^T-^ ^'^ ^S- organ of brain '^he

rtan' K°.™'"'
''."'"^'y ^°"^ °""<=^ less thana mans but yours is man's size." Well, then—

^?d he^d'"'''"
'"'^ ^'''''^ "^^ ^ bit like'tlLt hesaId he d give nie ten pounds to have me as a natorn^

th' »!f V .^C^.
"obody with any interest in me Ithought, faith If I can be of any use to my fTuow

I
" n-dl? J'".

^""^ '""'^ are welcome to'me
; so

.n?i i '"'' '^ °'^^'"' ^"^ ^°"ld most likely aireeand take the ten pounds. Now this is a secret ^?between us two. The money would be ve.^ us^fS tome; and I see no harm in it

'

S!,?vT f^T''.
"^ '^'">- ^"t O, Grammer-howcan you think to do it ? I wish you hadn't told
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Bnt L'^'^LL^'^"''-^'" y°" ^°"'» ^^^ to know it, missBut you needn t mind. Lord, hee ! hee ! I shall Zohim waitmg many a year yet, bless ye •

'

^
' I hope you will, I am sure.'

converLtil'^kr^^^^ '"? '""^ ^*^P '^««^t'°" ^^a*conversa ion languished, and Grammer Oliver takineher candle wished Miss Melbury good-night.
^

Ihe latter s eyes rested on the distant glimmeraround which she allowed her reasoning fancy to play

r^L^^^ '^"* '^^P^^ the doing? of ZeSl
just received. It was strange to her to conic barl

of r-1'''\T'i""' "''"'^''& *e imagined pursuits

£., iT° ^'"'' "" %•>' intermingling wiSi con

C^rS1r°' •« I«'«»>-'"y; «U her eyes felltogether »itli their own heaviness, and she slept.
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VII

Kaleidoscopic dreams of a weird alchemist

C-iles VVmterborne, brought Grace M.^lbury to themormng of the next day. It was fine. \ north

te"weeTth^T'~f* "'' r^^-P^^^^^ compromfsetJetween the atmosphenc cutlery of the eastern blastand the spongy gales of the wesT quarter. Ihe looSfrom her wmdow in the direction of the light oTtSp^^ous evenmg, and could just discern thorough the

r hJ h '^^ °^ '^' ^"^^^"'^ ^^^^- Somehow!

Ion. V T"^'
P"^"*'"^ ^y"ght, that unknown arTd

rl^wWc^T/^'^^J^ .^ ^^«^" -' ^--^ of the

n T' K /I T^'^^ ^^ personality and pursuits

cJZ kT!, °f Z^"*^""^^'
""^ ^' Grace's dressing pi^^ceeded he faded from her mind

fnth^rrr^^^
Winterbome. though half-assured of her

Mm . Tu' ^^' ""'^^""^^ ^ ««le restless by MissMelburys behaviour. Despite his shy self-conVrolhe could not help looking continually fm his owndoor towards the timber-merchant's. in th. .XhSftJof somebody's emergence therefrom
""aouity

ancfof^'ttn'^fi
'"'"'

''u""^''^
J"^*''^^^ '^y ^he appear-ance of two figures, that of Mr. Melbu-y himselfand Grace beside him. They stepped out in aStion towards the densest qiLter^Tthe wo^ and
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Winterborne walked contemplatively behind them, tillall three were soon under the trees
Although the time of l>are laughs had now set inhere were sheltered hollows amid fhe Hintock Xtltjons and copses in which a more tardy Sve-S^«than on windy summits was the rule wit^h Z foSThis caused here and there an apparent mixture ofTes^or«; so that in some of the dells they ^ss^thoUy-bemes m full red growing beside oak S^d hazdwhose leaves were as yet not far removed from grl

?he ^^!^^ V^r""
^"^"^" "^••' "^h and deep^arfn

«^ month of August. To Grace these well knownpecuhanties were as an old painting restored

someTo'th."*
be beheld that change from the hand-some to the cunous which the features of a woodundergo at the mgress of the winter months AneS

s'rfacS Tcf '^^'^ °' ^"""' ^"^ retiitions'o

he o^^Te to Thf
^°"^.?*"*'"g ^ ^"dden lapse fromtne ornate to the primitive on Nature's canvas and

Winterborne followed and kept his eye upon thewo figures as they threaded their way S^roug^theSesylvan masses. Mr. Melbury's long legs, hi JSsdrawn m to the bone at the'anklef, hifslight ^Zhis habit of getting lost in thought and arousing hTr?!self with an exclamation of ' Hah ! ' accompanied w^khan upward jerk of the head, compos^ a ^na^eecogni^able by his neighbours as far as heST
ht OneTfTh^ f '' '^' ^^"'"^'^ ^"d birds knewhim. One of the former would occasionally run fromthe fu h to hide behind the arm of some ^^ wSthe httle animal carefully edged round J^ariZ'Jy^
Melbuiy and his daughter's movement onJa^, Lumng a mock manner, as though he were saying « Hoho

!

you are only a rimber-merchant, and cai^' nf'gun ^Z
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They went noiselessly over mats of starry moss
rustled through intcrsfx-rsed tracts of leavis, skirted
trunks with spreading roots whose mossed rinds made
them like hands wearing green gloves; elbowed old
elms and ashes with great forks, in which stood pools
of water that overflowed on rainy days, and ran down
their stems m green cascades. On older trees still
than these huge lobes of fungi grew like lungs. Here,
as everywhere, the Unfulfilled Intention, which make^
life what It IS, was as obvious as it could be among
the depraved crowds of a city slum. The leaf was
deformed the curve was crippled, the taper was inter-
rupted

;
the hchen ate the vigour of the stalk, and the

ivy slowly strangled to death the promising sapling
They dived amid beeches under which nothinjr

grew, the younger lx)ughs still retaining their hectic
leay« that rustled in the breeze with a sound almost
metallic, like the sheet-iron foliage of the fabled Jarnvidwood Some flecks of white in Grace's drapery had
enabled Giles to keep her and her father in view till
this time; but now he lost sight of them, and was
obliged to follow by ear-no difficult matter, for on
the line of their course every wood-pigeon rose from
Its perch with a continued clash, dashing its wings
against the branches with well-nigh force enough to
break every quill. By taking the track of this noise
ne soon came to a stile.

Was it worth while to go further.? He examined
the doughy soil at the foot of the stile, and sawamongst the large sole-and-heel tracks an impression
of a slighter kind, from a boot that was obviously not
local, rhe mud-picture was enough to make himswing himself over and proceed.

The character of the woodland now changed The
leases of the smaller trees were nibbled bare by rabbits,and at divers points heaps of fresh-made chips, and
the newly-cut stool of a tree, stared white through the
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iindetgrowth. There had been a large fall of timber
this year, which explained the meaning of some sounds
that soon reached him.
A voice was shoutinp: intermittently in a sort of

human l>ark, reminding Giles that there was a sale of
trees and faggots that very day. Melbury would
naturally be present, Winterbome decided that he
himself wanted a few faggots, and entered upon the
scene.

A large group of buyers stood round the auctioneer
or followed him when, between his pauses, he wandered
on from one lot of plantation produce to another like
some philosopher of the Peripatetic school delivering
his lectures in the shady groves of the Lyceum. His
companions were timl)er-dealers, yeomen, farmers
villagers, and others; mostly woodland men, who on
that account could afford to l;e curious in their
walking-sticks, which consequently exhibited various
monstrosities of vegetation, the chief Ijeing corkscrew
shapes in black and white thorn, brought to that
pattern by the slow torture of an encircling woodbine
dunng their growth, as the Chinese have been said
to mould human beings into grotesque toys by con-
tinued compression in infancy. Two women, wearing
nien's jackets on their gowns, conducted in the rear
of the halting procession a pony-cart containing bread
and cheese, with a barrel of strong ale for the select
and cider in milking-pails, into which anybody dioDed
who chose. ^^

The auctioneer adjusted himself to circumstances
by using his walking-stick as a hammer, and knocked
down the lot on any convenient object that took his
fancy, such as the crown of a little boy's head or
the shoulders of a bystander who had no business
there except to taste the brew; a proceeding which
would have been deemed humorous but for the air of
stem rigidity which the auctioneer's face preserved,
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tending to show that the eccentricity was a result of
that aljsence of mmd whirh i, engendered by the
press of afliurs, and no freak of fancy at all

Mr. Melbury stood slightly apart from the rest ofthe Peripatetics, and Grace beside him. clinging
closely to his arm

; her modern attire looking alSodd where everythmg else was old-fashioned, andthrowing over the familiar garniture of the trees a

thTnHH? ^'r
'*^"?'^ '° ^"'"^"d improvement bythe addition of a few contemporary novelties also

whTh "^""f
'° '^^'^ '^"^ '^"'"S ^*h the interest

of'Siv^u^nr^
"^""'^ ^^^^^ ^'^' - -^-'

Winterborne went and stood close to them • the
timber-merchant spoke, and continued his buying
Grace merely smiled. To justify his presence there
Wmterborne began bidding for timber and f4o s

!n oK ? !i
"°'

!r^"''
P"""^"g *he occupation inan abstracted mood, m which the auctioneer's voice

w^^bnd*'
""^ °"^ ""^ *^^ """^""^^ '°""''" °^ *h^

A few flakes of snow descended, at the sight ofwhich a robm. alarmed at these signs of imminent
wmter, and seeing that no offence was meant by thehuman invasion, came and perched on the tip of
the faggots that were being sold, and looked into
the auctioneer's face, whilst waiting for some chancecrumb from the bread-basket. Standing a liule
behind Grace, Wmterborne observed how one flake
would sail downward and settle on a curl of her
hair, and hovv another would choose her shoulderand another the edge of her bonnet, which took upso much of his attention that his biddings proceeded
mcoherently; and when the auctioneer said everynow and then, with a nod towards him, • Yours Mr
Wmterborne,' he had no idea whether he had biueht
faggots, poles, or log-wood.

^
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He regretted that her father sh'.uld «ho« surh
mequahties of tnr.pcrament as to keep Grace t.ghtlvon his arm to-day, when h<- had quite lately seemed
anxious to recognize their J)etrothal as a fact And
thus musing, and joining in no conversation with
other buyers except when directly addressed, he fol-
lowed the assemblage hither and thither till the endof the auction, when (iiles tor the first tirae realized
what his purchases had been. Hundreds of fa^Kotsand divers lots of timber, had l,een set down to him'when all he had required had U-en a few bundles ofspray for his man Rofn-t Creedle's use in baking
and lighting fires,

"*»ing

Business being over, Ik- turned to spc^ak to the

and distant; and Grace too looked vexed and re-
proachful. Winterbome then discovered that he had
'--en unwittingly bidding against her father, and pick-
ing up his favourite lots in spite of hin>. With a veryfew words they left the spot, and pursued their waT
liomeward. ^

Giles was extremely blank at what he had doneand remained standing under the trees, all the othermen having strayed silently away. He saw Melbun-
and his daughter pass down a glade without look-
ing l>ack. While they moved slowly through it aady appeared on horseback in the middle distance

Viliu""^' Ji^'
P"""^^' converging upon that ofMelburys^ They met, Melbury took off his hat, and

she reined in her horse. A conversation was evi-
dently m progress between Grace and her father and
this .xiuestnan, in whom he was almost sure that

thnnT^'^^r^r
^^^^- Charmond, le:,. hy her outline

than by the hvery of the grooni who had halted some
yards on.

The interlocutors did not part till after a prolonged
pause, dunng which much seemed to be said. When
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Melbmy and Grace resumed their walk it was withsomething of a lighter tread than before.

He^T!!°"^u-
P"''"":^ ^' °^" ^°""« homeward.He was unwilhng to let coldness grow up betweenh.mse^ and the Melburys for any trivial rLon ^Sn the evemng he went to their house. On draw

l^h^"T ^**^ ^ '"^"^'^^ ^^ attracted by thes^h of one o» the bedrooms blinking into a stateof U ummation. In it stood Grace lighting semaJ

left hand on her bosom, her face thoughtfi% fixedon each wick as it kindled, as if she Lw in eve!yflame's growth the rise of a life to maturiw H^
wandered what such unusual brilliancy coulT m^n

On getting indoors he found her father and step-mother in a state of suppressed excitement whic^ h^could not comprehend.

' I 'ion'? r"^ ^^"* ""y ^'"^^"^^ *^y.' said GUes.
I don t know what I was doing. I have cometo^^y that any of the lots you' may ^LZe
'Oh never mind—never mind,' replied the timber-merchant with a slight wave of his hand. «! have somuch else to think of that I nearly had forgot it Justnow. too, there are matters of a' differenf kind fromtrade to attend to, so don't let it concern ye

'

As the timber-merchant spoke, as it were. Hown to

t^Melbu"^^.'^^
^"^"^ ^^^" '^' -"' ^"- --^

quiet?v''' sir^f V°.
'^^ "°"^ to-morrow,' she saidquietly. She is looking out her things now. I dare^ " 'sjanting me this minute^o assist h^r'Thereupon Mrs. Melbury left the room

pers^nlSo^'th';?
''"^'^^^^ ^^an the independent

personality of the tongue now and the\ Mr Melhnrvknew that his words had been a sort of b^^^^'^Se
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decried boasting, particularly to (iiles; yet whenever
the cubject was Grace, his judgment resigned the
ministry of speech in spite of him.

Winterborne felt surprise, pleasure, and also a little

apprehension at the news. He repeated Mrs. Melbury's
words.

' Yes,' said paternal pride, not sorry to have dragged
out of him what he could not in any circumstances
have kept in. 'Coming home from the woods this
afternoon we met Mrs. Charmond out for a ride.
She spoke to me on a little matter of business,
and then got acquainted with Grace. 'Twas wonder-
ful how she took to Grace in a few minutes; that
freemasonry of education made 'em close at once.
Naturally enough she was amazed that such an article
—ha—ha !—could come out of my house. At last it
led on to Mis'ess Grace being asked to the House
So she's busy hunting up her frills and furbelows
to go m.' As Giles remained in thought without
responding, Melbury continued : * But I'll call her
downstairs.'

'No, no; don't do that, since she's busy,' said
Winterborne.

Melbury, feeling from the young man's manner
that his own talk had been too much at Giles and too
httle to him, repented at once. His face changed, and
he said, in lower tones, with an effort: 'She's yours
Giles, as far as I am concerned.'

'

'Thanks—my best thanks, sir. But I think, since
It IS all right l)etween us alx»ut the biddings, that I'll
not interrupt her now. I'll step homeward, and call
another time.'

On leaving the house he looked up at the bedroom
again. Grace, surrounded by a sufficient number of
candles to answer all purposes of self-criticism, was
standing before a cheval glass that her father had
Utely bought expressly for her use ; she was bonneted
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cloaked, and gloved, and glanced over her shoulder

maugurate on the morrow an intimate acqJntancewith a new, mteresting, and powerful friend

'^"^"^"'^**

Mil
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VIII

1 HE inspiriting appointment which had kd iinfjtMJbury to indulge in a six-candle illuminatK* for
the arrangement of her attire carried her over fhr
ground the next morning with a springy tread. Her
sense of being property appreciated on her own nai&ve
soil charged her heart «ith expansive gratitude. Sr^'

Itself on she knew not what
Twenty minutes' walking thrrxigh copses, over a

stile, and along an upland lawn, brought her to theverge of a deep glen, in which Hintock House ap-
peared, immediately Ix^neath her eye. To describe
It a.s standing in a hollow would not express the

tTu\1 '^' "-norhouH-, .r ^xxi m^ holeBut the ho e was full of beauty. From the sfK>t wh^ch
^race had reached, a stont rould easily have beenthrown over or into the bird, -nested chimneys ofthe mansion. Its walls were surmounted by a itUe-men ed parapet

;
but the grey lead roofs iere qvdte

.sibl.lx.hind It, with thur gutters, laps, rolls, and
kyl^hts, together with letterings and shoe-pattems^l

i)y Idlers thereon.

The front .if (he house was an o^dinar^ n.anorial

E!!!^""","'.
!'^'''^^^'*h^" ^••"dows. nmllioned and

hooded, worked m rich snuff-coloured freestone from
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Ham-hill quarries. The ashlar of the walls, where notovergrown w,th iv>. and other creepers, was cLt^'

Hnn'^^K''*'
*^^ ^°?^ *° *^^ ^^^^ ^'^« a dense planta-tion the roots of whose trees were above the levelof the chimneys. The corresponding high ground onwhich Grace stood was richly grassed, with on"y anold tree here and there. A few shl^p lay about

was'^a%?r,!:°\''^
'^' *'°"^' P-'^J"^'^'^' ^° humanity,

r^l ^ ' '°. vegetation, on which account anendless shearing of the heavy-armed ivy went on anda cont.nua, lopping of tree7and shrul. It was anedifice built in times when human constitutions weredamp-roof when shelter from the boisterous was aUhat men thought of in choosing a dwelling-place, theinsidious l^eing beneath their notice : and its hollow

HvLTther TJ''"'"^ ''' ''' unfitness fol^Z^l^rn

%^ ^^.^
fr^g'''^ to which these have declined.

rhe highest architectural cunning could have donenothing to make Little Hintock House dry and ll"

make it unpicturesque. It was vegetable nature's own

ItmT. K ^ ^"''' '"'^^^ '"^ '""^h from the relaxing

dlspos^'"""'
'° '"^^^^^"-^"^ ^^"- ''^^- «-«-'ousl?

Grace descended the green escarpment by a ymzan

X flm h T-M^
'^'' ^"^*-^ h^^ been familiarto her from her childhood, but she had never beeninside, and the first step to knowing an old thine ina new way was a lively experience

^
It was with a little flutter that she was shown in •
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but she recollected that Mrs. Charmond would probably
be alone. Up to a few days before this time that
lady had been accompanied in her comings, suyings,
and goings by a relative, ^jlicved to fje her aunt;
latterly, however, the two nad t>«ptmaUsd, owing, it

was supposed, to a quarrel ; and Mr* Charmond had
been left desolate. Being jM-esumaWy a woman who
did not care for solitude, this deprivation might account
for her sudden interest in Grace.

Mrs. Charmond was at the end of a gallery opfen-
ing from the hall when Miss Melbury was announced,
and saw her through the glass doors between them!
She came forward with a smile on her face, and told
the young girl it was good of her to come.

•Ah! you have noticed those,' she said, seeing that
Grace's eyes were attracted by some curious objects
against the walls. ' They are man-traps. My husband
was a connoisseur in man-traps and spring-guns and
such articles, collecting them from all his neighbours.
He knew the histories of all these—which gin had
l)roken a man's leg, which gun had killed a man. I
don't like them here ; but I've never yet given direc-
tions for them to be taken away.' She added playfully,
'Man-traps are of rather ominous significance where
a person of our sex lives, are they not ?

'

Grace was bound to smile ; hut that side of woman-
Imess was one which her inexperience felt no great
zest in contemplating.

' They are interesting, no doubt, as relics of a bar-
barous time happily past,' she said, looking thought-
fully at the varied designs of the instruments.

' Well, we must not take them too seriously,' said
Mrs. Charmond with an indolent turn of her head, and
they moved on inwards.

When she had shown her visitor different articlesm cal)inets that she deemed likely to interest her,
some tapestries, wood carvings, ivories, miniatures]
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mil? ""-^^^y^ .«^ith a mien of listlessness whichmight either have been constitutional, or partly oS
t^:;Tz:' ''- ^^^^-^'^^^ - ^- - -

'Will you pour it out, please? Do' she saiH
lining hack in her chair, and placing her hand aSther forehead, while her almond eyesithose long eJL

She sh^wei T; '"hr
^^' ^*'''" '"^^^ languishing,ane snowed that oblique-mannered softness whirh

pirn rnd^" °f^""K^
^" "«'"- °^ daSer com

ChTr^ J^
""""" lymphatic temperament than M«

^SJ.K "^'^^' '^*" ^P^^'^ them, who inveigle

she'LiT '^1 .k'I!
'"^'''^^ ^^'^^^ **^^" ' a'" here,'sne said I thmk sometimes I was born to live and

?ancv"tl'or?'
'^°''*'^ ^"^ float Tb::t.';r.vetency we do sometimes in dreams. But that cannotbe ^really my destiny, and I must struggle agl^such

quiie^.'^r'^'TT ^? "^' enjoy exertion-it is

?e"y.' ' "^' ' ^°"'' ^^"^ y- -^ -^e you

responsive TnV^^'^' '°'"'u'"^ ^° sympathetic, so

omsten th -^r ?.T ''°''"' '^^^^ '^ ""P^"^* People tooverstep thc-.r customary reservations in talking to herIt IS tender and kind of you to feel that" ^id Mrs

that my languor is more than it really is But this

a good deal. I used to go with a relation but thatarrangement has dropped through '

seemed to make up her mind to consider the younegirl satisfactory, and continued
;

^ ^
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• Now, I am often impelled to record my impres-
sions of times and places. I have often thought of
writing a new SenHmentalJourney. But I cannot find
energy enough to do it alone. When I am at different
places m the south of Europe I feel a crowd of ideas
and foncies thronging upon me continually: but to
unfold wntmg materials, take up a cold steel penand put these impressions down systematically on cold
smooth paper-that I cannot do. So I have thought
that If I always could have somebody at my eltow
with whom I am in sympathy, I might dictate any
Ideas that come into my head. And directly I hadmade your acquaintance the other day it struck me
that you would suit me so well. Would you like to
undertake it ? You might read to me. too, if desirable.

le wilUng ?
'

''
°'"' '"' "' y^"^ P^^^""*^ '' '"^^

'O yes,' said Grace. «I am almost sure they
would )ye very glad.'

'

'You are so accomplished, I hear; I should be
quite honoured by such intellectual company

'

Grace, modestly blushing, deprecated any such idea

Hin.!!i /°?K ^7 "P y°"' lucubrations at LittleHmtock ? the lady went on.

tJi^u"°" ', •
•.

Lucubrations are not unknown at
Little Hmtock

; but they are not carried on by me '

' What—another student in that retreat ?

'

ru IV"'"'^ 'f
"" ^"'^*'°" lately con.e, and I have heard

h^L r T! ^ f^'
^^^-^ '^ ^' "ght sometimes

through the trees late at night.'

«0 yes—a doctor—I Ijelieve I was told of himH IS a strange place for him to settle in.'

'

^l

's a convenient centre for a practice, they say.
^ut he does not confine his studies to medicine it
seems. He investigates theology, and metaphysics and
all sorts of subjects.'

' Wlial is Iiis name ?

'
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Mi^^^^'x:.^-^
reprwents a very old family, I

beheve, the Fitzpierses of Buckbury-Fitepiers-no a
great many miles from here.'

H era not a

'I am not sufficiently local to know the history of

SioughTt hL:r
"""

"
^'^ ^°""^^ "^ -"^ '^-^"^^

Mrs. Charmond did not care to pursue this line of
mv«,t,gation. Whatever mysterious merit might atta^
to family antiquity, it was one which her adaptable,
wondenng, weimrgerliche i^ture had grown tired ofcanng about-a peculiarity that made her a contrast
to her neighbours.

m»y- 'l^*^ ^S^^l
'"^''^ importance to know what theman is himself than what his family is,' she said 'ifhe IS going to practise upon us as a surgeon. Heivensend him skill ! Have you .seen him ?

'

she^dS'''
"'

'

'
''"' ''^

'' "°^ ^ ^^^ °'^ -"''

' Has he a wife ?

'

' I am not aware that he has.'
'Well I hope he will be useful here. I must getto know hini when I come back. It will be very con-

venient to have a medical man_if he is clever-in
ones own parish. I get dreadfully nervous some-
times, living in such an outlandish place; and Sherton
[s so far to send to. No doubt you feel Hintock toDe a great change after watering-place life.'

'I do. But it is home. It has its advantages and
Its disadvantages.' Grace was thinking less of the
solitude than of the attendant circumstances.

They chatted on for some time, Grace being set
quite at her ease by her entertainer. Mrs. Charmond
was far too well-practised a woman not to know that
to show anything like patronage towards a sensitiveyoung girl who would prolxilily be very quick to dis-cern it was to demolish her dignity rather than to
establish ,t in that young girl's eyes. So being
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violently possessed with her idea of making tue of this
gentle acquaintance, ready and waiting at her own
door, she took great pains to win her confidence at
starting.

Just before Grace's departure the two chanced to
pause before a mirror which reflected their faces in
immediate juxtaposition, bringing into prominence their
resemblances and their contrasts. Both looked attrac-
tive as glassed back by the faithful reflector; but
Graces countenance had the effect of making Mrs.
Lharmond appear more than her full age. There are
complexions which set off" each other to great advan-
tage, and there are those which antagonize, the one
killing or damaging its neighbour unmercifully.

This was unhappily the case here. Mrs. Charmond
fell into a meditation, and replied abstractecfly to a
cursory remark of her companion's. However, she
parted from her young friend in the kindliest tones
promising to send and let her know as soon as her
mind was made up on the arrangement she had
suggested.

When Grace had ascended nearly to the top of the
adjoining slope she looked back, and saw that Mrs
Charmond still stood at the door meditativelv re-
garding her.

fU ^^ili^?u'^"""l,^*''' f^"^""' "*«*'*' ^ft*^^ his call on
he Melburys, Winterborne's thoughts had run upon
'.race

s announced visit to Hintock Hou.se. Why had
he not proposed to walk with her part of the way?
Something told him that sh.< might not, on such an
occasion, have cared for his company.

He was still mo-e of that opinion when, standingm his garden next day, he saw her go pist on the
journey with such a pretty pride in the event He
questioned if lur father's ambition, which had pur-
chased for her the means of intellectual light and
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culture far beyond those of any other native of theV. lage, would not operate to the flight of her future

once to her the movement of the world

her?fTf^''?f' ^'i''^
''*^'" ^'^*'''' Pennission to win

^ng matters soon to a crisis. If she should think

crnoH
^ ^''^"^^^ ^^^^ ^'"""^ht. and at last decided that as

and ask Grace and her parents to come as chief^u^^'

said -""l
w"^*."^"'' y°".

^^T' ^'- Wi"terborne?' she

?!=7; »K u^" ""^"'"^ ^^^""^ ^^"'•s and hours, and atlast I thought I must try to find you '

'

'Bless my soul, I'd quite forgot !
' said Giles.What he had forgotten was that there were a^.ousand young fir trees to be planted in a ndghbounng spot which had been cl^red by the wood

Wsow; hand^^R^*".'
^"^"^^ '^ P^-' 'hem^^tt

trL Lw Ahh k'V
'""'^^""°"^ P^^^"- °^ "takingrees grow. Although he would seem to shovel inHie earth qmtec .lessly there was a sort of sympathJbetween himself and the fir, oak, or beech thatTwaspperatmg on

;
so that the roots took hold of the sMm a few days. When, on the other hand, any of hepurneymen planted, although they seemed Z gohrough an identically similar process, one quarter ofthe trc^s v.onld di. away during the ensuing August

wh^nTt "^T ^°""^ ^^''^^^ '" ^'^^ ^"^k even

of th
•

""'.rf^'^
'•" contracted tr J . it on portionsof the woodland m which he had no personal intent
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Marty, who turned her hand to anything, was uwally
the one who performed the part of keeping the trees in
a |)erpendicular position whilst he threw in the mouldHe accomjxinied her towards the spot, beinc in-
chned yet further to proceed with the work by the
knowledge that the ground was close to the wayside
along which Grace must pass on her way from Hintock
House.

.uIf"'''^Jl''°'*^
'" ^^^ ^^"^^ Marty,' he said as they

valked.
' That comes of cutting off your hair

'

' I suppose it do. Yes ; I've three headaches going
on m my head at the same time.'

• Three headaches !

'

'Yes, Mr. Winterbome: a rheumatic headache inmy poll, a sick headache over my eyes, and a misery
headache m the middle of my brain. However I
^"•^ °"*' ,.?• I thought you might be waiting and
grumblmg like anything if I was not there

'

The holes were already dug, and they set to work.
Wmterbome's fingers were endowed with a gentle
conjuror's touch in spreading the roots of each little
tree, resulting in a sort of caress under which the
delicate fibres all laid themselves out in their prooer
directions for growth. He put most of these roots
owards the south-west; for, he said, in forty years'
time, when some great gale is blowing from that
quarter the trees will require the strongest holdfast on
that side to stand against it and not fall.

•How they sigh directly we put 'em upright, though
while they are lying down they don't sigh at all,' said

•Do they ?
'
said Giles. • I've never noticed it

'

a Au .7^^^\ °"^ "'" *^^ y°""g P'"es into its hole,
and held up her finger; the soft musical breathing
instantly set in, which was not to cease night or day
till the grown tree should be felled—probably long
after the two planters had been felled themselves.
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'It seems to me,' the girl continued, 'as if they
sigh because they are very sorry to begin life in earnest
—just as we be.'

'Just as we be?' He looked critically at her.

'You ought not to feel like that, Marty.'

Her only reply was turning to take up the next
tree ; and they planted on through a great part of the
day, almost without another word. Winterbome's mind
ran on his contemplated evening-party, his abstraction
being such that he hardly was ccmscious of Marty's
presence beside him.

From the nature of their employment, in which he
handled the spade and she merely held the tree, it

followed that he got good exercise and she got none.
But she was a heroic girl, and though her outstretched
hand was chill as a stone, and her cheeks blue, and
her cold worse than ever, she would not complain
whilst he was disposed to continue work. But when
he paused she said, ' Mr. Winterborne, can I run down
the lane and back to warm my feet?'

' Why, yes, of course,' he said, awakening to her
existence. 'Though I was just thinking what a mild
day it is for the season. Now I warrant that cold of
yours is twice as bad as it was. You had no business
to chop that hair off, Marty ; it serves you almost right.

Look here, cut off home at once.'

* A run down the lane will be quite enough.'
'No, it won't. You ought not to have come out

to-day at all.'

' But I should like to finish the '

' Marty, I tell you to go home!' said he peremptorily.
' I can manage to keep the rest of them upright with a
forked stick or something.'

She went away without saying any more. When
she had gone down the orchard a little distance she
looked back. Giles suddenly went after her.

'Marty, it was for your good that I was rough,
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you know. But warm yourself in your own way; I

don't care.'

When she had run off he fancied he discerned a
woman's dress through the holly bushes which divided
the coppice from the road. It was Grace at last, on
her way back from the interview with Mrs. Charmond.
He threw down the tree he was planting, and was
about to break through the belt of holly when he
suddenly became aware of the presence of another man,
who was looking over the hedge on the opposite side
of the way upon the figure of the unconscious Grace.

The stranger appeared as a handsome and gentle-

manly personage of six or eight and twenty, and he
was quizzing her through an ey^lass. Seeing that

Winterborne was noticing him he let his glass drop
with a click upon the rail which protected the hedge,
and walked away in the opposite direction.

Giles knew in a moment that this must be Mr.
Fitzpiers. When he was gone Winterborne pushed
through the holly, and emerged close beside the inte-

resting object of their contemplation.

79



THE WOODLANDERS

1^^

ii^' '

lii

IX

1 HEARD the bushes move long before I saw you

'

she began. « I said first, " It is some terrible beast •

"

next, " It is a poacher ;
" next, " It is a friend ! "

' '

He regarded her with a slight smile, weighing, not
her speech, but the question whether he should tell her
that she had been flatteringly watched by a gentleman.
He decided in the negative.

'You have been to the House?' he said. 'But I
need not ask.' The fact was that there shone upon
Miss Melbury's face a species of exaltation, which saw
no environing details; not even Giles's occupation
only his bare presence.

'

' Why need you not ask ?

'

' Your face is like the face of Moses when he came
down from the Mount.'

She reddened a little and said, 'How can you be
so profane, Giles Winterborne !

'

'How can you think so much of that class of
people

!
Well, I beg pardon, I didn't mean to speak

so freely. How do you like her house and her ?

'

' Exceedingly. I had not been near the place since
I was a child, when it used to be let to strangers,
before Mrs. Charmond's late husband bought the
property. She is so nice!' And Grace fell into
such an abstracted gaze at the mental image of Mrs.
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Charmond and her niceness that it almost conjured upa vision of that lady to Giles himself.
^

'She has only been here a month or two it seemsand cannot stay much longer, because she finds it so
Joneiy and damp in winter. She is going abroad
Only think, she would like me to go with her -

'

.tS'' u^*"r '*'^^"^ ^ l'«le at the news
'Indeed: what for? But I won't keep you standi

nf'^-H
«°\^°»?^'-t" he cried to a swaying coHectbn

of old clothes m the distance, which composed Zfigure of Creedle, his man, who was looking for hm
' Go on filling m there till I come back.'

' I'm a-coming, sir; I'm a-coming.'
'Well, the reason is this,' continued she as they

side tT^"^"T-
'^''- ^'^^^^"^ h^« - d««ghtfS

side to her character-a desire to record her im-pr^sions of travel, like Alexandre Dumas, and M^ry,

^nn„ rr^^"^- °?'''- ^"' '^^ ^""ot find eneri^enough to do It herself.' And Grace proceeded toexplain Mrs. CL^rmond's proposal at large
« Mvnotion IS that Mary's style will suit her best, " becausehe wntes in that soft, emotional, luxurious w^she

has, Grace said musingly.
^

'Indeed!' said Winterborne, sighing. 'Suppose

Mdbury'
°'" "^ '"' ' ""^^ '^'s^' M- G?ace

'01 didn't mean it
!

' she said repentantly, looking

in It, fifty times better than all the Continent ! But

'It is well enough in one sense, but it will takeyou away,' said he, mollified.

.'S"!f ^f,.""
'^°" *^'"^' ^^ «h°"ld return in May.'

fathe^ ' ''
^^''^"'^' '' '' " ^"^^^°" ^^^ y^"--
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THE WOODLANDERS

Winterborne walked with her nearly to her house.
He had awaited her coming mainly with the view of
mentioning to her his proposal to have a Christmas
party; but homely Christmas gatherings in the jovial
Hintock style seemed so primitive and rncouth
beside the lofty matters of her conversation that he
refrained.

As soon as she was gone he t, -ned back towards
the scene of his planting, and could not help saying
to himself as he walked, that this engagement of his
was a very unpro ,-ising business. Her outing to-day
had not improved it. A woman who could go tr
Hintock House, and be friendly with its mistress;
enter into the views of its mistress, talk like her, and
dress not much unlike her: why, she would hardly
be contented with him, a yeoman, immersed in tree
plantmg, even though he planted them well. 'And
yet she's a true-hearted giri,' he said, thinking of her
words about Hintock. 'T must bring matters to a
point, and there's an end of it.'

When he reached the place of work he found that
Marty had come back, and dismissing Creedle he
went on planting silently with the giri as before.

'Suppose, Marty,' he said after a while, looking
at her extended a^m, upon which old scratches from
bnars showed themselves purple in the cold wind,
' suppose you know a person, and want to bring that
person to a good understanding with you, do you
think a Christmas party of some sort is a warming-
up thing, and likely to he useful in hastening on the
matter ?

'

' Is there to be dancing ?
'

' There might be, certainly.'

• Will He dance with Her ?

'

' Well, yes.'

' Then it might bring things to a head, one way or
the other, I won't be the maid to say which.'
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'It shall be done,' raid Winterborne, not to her,
though he spoke the words quite loudly. And as the
day was nearly ended, he added, 'Here, Marty, I'll

send up a man to plant the rest to-morrow. I've other
things to think of just now.'

She did not inquire what other things, for she had
seen him walking with Grace Melbury. She looked
towards the western sky, which was now aglow like
some vast foundry wherein new worlds were 'ijeir<

cast. Across it the bare bough of a tree stretched
horizontally, revealing every twig against the evening
fire, and showing in dark profile every beck and move-
ment of three pheasants that were settling themselves
down on it in a row to roost.

' It will be fine to-morrow,' said Marty, observing
them with the vermilion light of the sun in the pupils
of her eyes, ' for they are a-croupied down nearly at
the end of the bough. If it were going to be stormy
they'd squeeze close to the trunk. The weather is

almost all they have to think of, isn't it, Mr. Winter-
borne ? And so they must be lighter-hearted than we.'

' I dare say they are,' said Winterborne.

Before taking a single step in the preparations,
Winterborne, with no great hopes, went across that
evening to the timber-merchant's to ascertain if Grace
and her parents would honour him with their presence.
Having first to set his nightly gins in the garden to
catch the rabbits that ate his winter-greens, his call
was delayed till just after the rising of the moon,
whose rays reached the Hintock houses but fitfully
as yet, on account of the trees. Melbury was cross-
ing his yard on bis way to call on some one at the
larger village, but he readily turned and walked up
and down with the young man.

Giles, in his self-deprecatory sense of living on
a much smaller scale than the Melburys did, would
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not for the world imply that his invitation was to a
gathering of any importance. So he put it in the
mild form of «Can you come in for an hour when
you have done business, the day after to-morrow:
and Mrs. and Miss Melbury, if they have nothing
more pressmg to do?'

Melbury would give no answer at once. 'No I
can't tell you to-day,' he said. ' I must talk it oier
with the women. As far as I am concerned, my
dear Giles, you know I'll come with pleasure. But
how do I know what Grace's notions maybe? You
see, she has been away amongst cultivated folks a
good while; and now this acquaintance with Mrs
Charmond—well, I'll ask her. I can say no more

'

When Wmterborne was gone the timber-merchant
went on his way. He knew very well that Grace
whatever her own feelings, would either go or not go'
according as he suggested; and his instinct was, foi
the moment, to suggest staying at home. His errand
took him near the church, and the way to his destina-
tion was equally easy across the churchyard or outside
It. For some reason or other he chose the former way

The moon was faintly lighting up the gravestones,
and the path, and the front of the building. Suddenly
Mr. Melbury paused, turned in upon the grass, and
approached a particular headstone, where he read ' In
memory of John Winterborne,' with the subjoined 'date
and age. It was the grave of Giles's father.

The timber-merchant laid his hand upon the stone
and was humanized. 'Jack, my wronged friend i ' he
said ' I'll be faithful to my plan of making amends
to thee.'

When he reached home that evening, he said to
Grace and Mrs. Melbury, who were working at a little
table by the fire, 'Giles wants us to go down and spend
an hour with him the day after tomorrow; and I'm
thinking, that as 'tis Giles who asks us, we'll go

'
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They assented without demur; and th^ timber-
merchant sent Giles the next morning an answer in
the affirmative.

Winterbome, in his modesty, had mentioned no
particular hour in his invitation to the Melburys,
though he had to the inferior guests; therefore Mr!
Melbury and his family, expecting no other people,
chose their own time, which chanced to be rather
early in the afternoon, by reason of the somewhat
quicker despatch than usual of the timber-merchant's
business that day.

They showed their sense of the unimportance of
the ocrasion by walking quite slowly to the house, as
if they were merely out for a ramble, and going to
nothing special at all; or at most intending to pay a
casual call and take a cup of tea.

At this hour stir and bustle pervaded the interior
of Winterbome's domicile from cellar to apple-loft.
He had planned an elaborate high tea for six o'clock
or thereabouts, and a good roaring supper tn come
on about eleven. Being a bachelor of rather retiring
habits, the whole of the preparations devolved upon
himself and hi^ ' na- man and familiar Robert Creedle
who did ever ^t required doing, from making
Giles s bed . ny moles in his field. He was
a survival frc ^ys -.hen Giles's father held the
homestead, ana ones was i playing boy.

These two, with a certain dilatoriness which apper-
tained to both, were now in the heat of preparationm the bakehouse, expecting nobody before six o'clock
Winterborne was standing before the brick oven in
his shirt-sleeves, tossing in thorn-sprays, and stirring
about the blazing mass with a long-handled, three-
pronged, Beelzebub kind of fork, the heat shining out
upon his streaming face and making his eyes like
furnaces; the thorns crackling and sputtering; whUe
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Creedle, having ranged the pastry dishes in a row on
the table till the oven should be ready, was pressing
out the crust of a final apple-pie with a rolling-pin.
A great pot boiled on the lire; and through the open
door of the back-kitchen a boy wns seen seated on the
fender, emptying the snuffers and scouring the candle-
sticks, a row of the latter standing upside down on the
hob to melt out the grease.

Looking up from the rolling-pin, Creedle saw pass-
ing the window first the timber-merchant, ii. his second
best suit, next Mrs. Melbury in her best silk, and
behind them Grace in the fashionable attire which
ktely brought home with her from the Continent, she
had worn on her visit to Mrs. Charmond's. The eyes
of the three had been attracted through the window
to the proceedings within by the fierce illrmination
which the oven threw out upon the operators and
their utensils.

Lord, lord! if they baint come a'ready!' said
Creedle.

« No—hey ?
' said Giles, looking round aghast ; while

the boy m the background waved a reeking candlestick
in his delight.

As there was no help for it, Winterbome hastily
roUed down his shirt-sleeves and weAt to meet them in
the doorway.

* My dear Giles, I see we have made a mistake in
the time,' said the timber-merchant's wife, her face
lengthening with concern.

'Oh, it is not much difference. I hope you'll
come in.'

'But this means a regular randyvoo!' said Mr.
Melbury accusingly, as he glanced round and pointed
towards the viands in the bakehouse with his stick

' Well, yes,' said Giles.

'And—not Great Hintock band, and dancing,
surely ?

'

^'
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• I told three of 'em they might drop in if they'd
nothing else to do,' Giles "lildly admitted.

•Now why the name didn't ye tell us afore that
'twas going to be a bouncing kind of thing? How
should I know what folk mean if they don't say?
Now, shall we come in, or shall we g heme, and come
back-along in a couple of hours ?

'

• I hope you'll stay, if you'll be so good as not to
mind, now you are here I I shall have it all right and
tidy in a very little time. I ought not to have been so
backward ; but Creedle is rather slow.'

Giles spoke quite anxiously for one of his undemon-
strative temperament ; for he feared that if the Mel-
burys once were back in their own house they would
not be disposed to turn out again.

"Tis we ought not to have been so forward;
that's what 'tis,' said Mr. Melbury testily. 'Don't
keep us here in your best sitting-room; lead on to
the bakehouse, man. Now we are here, we'll help ye
get ready for the rest. Here, mis'esd, take off your
things, and help him out in his baking, or he won't
get done to-night. I'll finish heating the oven, and
set you free to go and skiver up them ducks.' His
eye had passed with 'less directness of criticism into
.et remoter recesses Winterborne's awkwardly built
premises, where the aforesaid birds were hanging.

' And I'll help finish the tarts,' said Grace cheerfully.
' I don't know about that,' said her father. « 'Tisn't

quite so much in your line as it is in your step-mother's
and mine.'

' Of course I couldn't let you, Grace !
* said Giles,

with some distress.

• I'll do it, of course,' said Mrs. Melbury, taking
off her silk train, hanging it u to a nail, carefully
rolling back her sleeves, pinning them to her shoulders,
and stripping Giles of his apron for her ( ^n use.

So Grace pottered idly about while her &ther and
8;
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his wife helped en the preparationi. A kindly piry
of his household management, which Winterborne sawm her eyes whenever he caught them, depressed him
much more than her contempt would have done

Creedle met Giles at the pump after a whUe, when
each of the others was absorbed in the difficulties of
A a»s$n< based on utensUs, cupboards, and provisions
that were strange to them. He groaned to the
young man in a whisper, 'This is a bruckle het,
maister, I'm much afeard ! Who'd ha' thought they'd
ha' come so soon !

'

-o /

The bitter placidity of W interborne's look hinted
the rnisginngs he did not care to express. ' Have you
got the celery ready ?

' he asked quickly.
'No'v, that's a thing I never could mind; no, not

,A^T\ ^^ ""^ '" '"^^'' ^^^ K°'^'' said Creedle.
And I don't care who the man is, I says that a

stick of celery that isn't scrubbed with the scrubbing,
brush is not clean.'

*

' y-ery well, very welll I'll attend to it. You go
and get 'em comfortable indoors.'

He hastened to the garden, and soon returned,
tossing the stalks to Creedle, who was still in a tragic
mood. « If ye'd ha' married, 'd'ye see, maister,' he
murmured, 'this calamity couldn't have happened
to us !

'

*^*^

Everything being at last under way, the oven set,
and all done that could insure the supper turning
up ready at some time or other, GUes and his friends
entered the pariour, where the Melburys again
dropped into position as gviests, though the room
was not neariy so warm cheerful as the blazing
tekehouse. Others now arrived, among them Farmer
Cawtree and the hollow-turner, and tea went off
very well,

Grace's disposition to make the best of every-
thing, and to wink at deficiencies in Winterbome's
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way of living, \\a8 so uniform and persistent that he
suspected her of seeing even more deficiencies than
he WM aware of. That suppressed sympathy which
had showed in her face ever since her arrival told
him as m'lch too plainly.

' This muddling style of housekeeping is what you've
not lately been used to, I suppose? ' he said when they
were a little apart.

'No; but I like it; it reminds me so pleasantly
that everything here in dear old Hintock is just as
It used to be. The oil is—not quite nice j but every-
thing else is.'

• The oil ?
•

'On the chairs, I mean; because it gets on one's
dress. Still, mine is not a new one.'

Giles found that the boy, in his zeal to make things
look bright, had smeared the chairs with some greasy
funiture-polish, and refrained from rubbing it dry in
order not to diminish the mirror-like effect that the
mixture produced as laid on. Giles apologized and
scolded the boy; but he felt that the fates were
against him.
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SUPPER-TIME came, and with it the hot-baked
meats from the oven, laid on a snowy cloth fresh from
the press, and reticulated with folds as in Flemish Last-
Suppers. Creedle and the boy fetched and carried
with amazing alacrity; the latter, to mollify his superior,
and make things pleasant, expressing his admiration of
Creedle's cleverness when they were alone.

'I s'pose the time when you learnt all these
knowing things, Mr. Creedle, was when you was in
the militia?'

* Well, yes. I seed the world that year somewhat,
certainly, and mastered many arts of strange, dashing
life. Not but that Giles has worked hard in helping
me to bring things to such perfection to-day. " Giles,"
says I, though he's maister. Not that I should call 'n
niaister by rights, for his father growed up side by side
with me, as if one mother had twinned us and been
our nourishing.'

' I s'pose your memory can reach a long way back
into history, Mr. Creedle?'

'O yes. Ancient days, when there was battles,
and famines, and hang-fairs, and other pomps, seem
to me as yesterday. Ah, many's the patriarch I've
seed come and go in this parish ! There, he's calling
for more plates. Lord, why can't 'em turn their plates
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bottom upward for pudding, as we bucks used to do
in former days !

'

Meanwhile in the adjdning room Giles was presiding
in a half-unconscious state. He could not get over
the initial failures in his scheme for advancing his suit

;

and hence he did not know that he was eating mouth-
fuls of bM'ead and nothing else, and continually snuffing

the two candles next him till he had reduced them
to mere glimmers drowned in their own grease
Creedle now appeared with a specially prepared dish,

which he served by elevating the little three-legged crock
that contamed it, and tilting the contents into a platter,

exclaiming simultaneously, ' Draw back, gentlemen and
ladies, please!'

A splash followed. Grace gave a quick involuntary

nod and blink, and put her handkerchief to her face.

' Good heavens ! what did you do that for, Creedle ?

'

said Giles sternly, jumping up.

"Tis how I do it when they baint here, maister,'

mildly expostulated Creedle, in an aside audible to
all the company.

* Well, yes—but—' replied Giles. He went over to

Grace, and hoped none of it had gone into her eye.
' Oh no,' she said. ' Only a sprinkle on my face.

It was nothing.'

'Kiss it and make it well,' gallantly observed Mr.
Cawtree.

Miss Melbury blushed.

The timber-mercliant replied qmckly, 'O, it is

nothing! She must bear these little mishaps.' But
there could be discerned in his face something which
said, 'I ought to have foreseen all this, and kept
her away.'

Giles himself, since the untoward beginning of the
feast, had not quite liked to see Grace present. He
wished he had not asked such people as Cawtree and
the hollow-turner. He had done it, in dearth of other
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friends, that the room might not appear empty. In
his mind's eye, before the event, they had been the
mere background or padding of the scene ; but some-
how in the reality they were the most prominent
personages there.

After supper they sat down to cards ; Cawtree and
the hollow-turner monopolizing the new packs for an
interminable game, in which a lump of chalk was
mcessantly used—a game those two always played
wherever they were, taking a solitary candle and going
to a private table in a corner with the mien of persons
bent on weighty matters. The rest of the company
on this account were obliged to put up with old packs
for their round game that had been lying by in a
drawer ever since the time that Giles's grandmother
was alive. Each card had a great stain in the middle
of Its back, produced by the touch of generations of
damp and excited thumbs, now fleshless in the grave

;

and the kings and queens wore a decayed expression of
feature, as if they were rather an impecunious dethroned
dynasty hiding in obscure slums than real regal char-
acters. Every now and then the comparatively few
remarks of the players at the round game were harshly
mtruded on by the langterloo jingle of Farmer Cawtree
and the hollow-turner from the back of the room

:

• And r will hold' a wa'-ger with you'
That air these marks' are thirt'-y two I

'

accompanied by rapping strokes with the chalk on the
table

:
then an exclamation, an argument, a dealing of

the cards
;
then the commencement of the rhymes anew.

The timber-merchant showed his feelings by talking
with a reserved weight in his words, and by praising
the party m a patronizing tone, when VVinterbome
expressed his fear that he and his were not enjoyinji
themselves. ' ^

9«



THE WOODLANDERS

' O yes, yes
; pretty much. What handsome glasses

those are! I didn't know you had such glasses in
the house. Now, Lucy [to his wife], you ought to
get some like them for ourselves.' And when they
had abandoned cards, and Winterbome was talking to
Melbury by the fire, it was the timber-merchant who
stood with his back to the mantel in a proprietary
attitude; from which post of vantage he critically
regarded Giles's person, rather as a superficies than as
a solid with ideas and feelings inside it ; saying, ' What
a splendid coat that one is you have on, Giles. I
can't get such coats. You dress better than I.'

After supper there was a dance, the bandsmen
from Great Hintock having arrived some time before.
Grace had been away from home so long, and was
so drilled in new dances, that she had forgotten the
old figures, and hence did not join in the movement.
Then Giles felt that all was over. As for her, she
was thinking, as she watched the gyrations, of a very
different measure that she had been accustomed to
tread with a bevy of sylph-like creatures in muslin, in
the music-room of a large house, most of whom were
now moving in scenes widely removed from this, both
as regarded place and character.

A woman she did not know came and offered to
tell her fortune with the abandoned cards. Grace
assented to the proposal, and the woman told her
tale unskilfully, for want of practice, as she declared.

Mr. Melbury was standing by, and exclaimed con-
temptuously, 'Tell her fortune i-deed ! Her fortune
has been told by men of science—^what do you call
'em? Phrenologists. You can't teach her anything
new. She's been too far among the wise ones to be
astonished at anything she can hear among us folks
in Hintock.'

At last the time came for breaking up, Melbury
and his family being the earliest to leave, the two
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card-players still pursuing their game doggedly in the
corner, where they had completely covered Giles's
mahogany table with chalk scratches. The Melburys
walked home, the distance being short and the night
clear.

•Well, Giles is a very good fellow,' said Mr.
Melbury, as they struck down the lane under boughs
which formed a black filigree in which the stars seemed
set.

* Certainly he is,' said Grace quickly, and in such a
tone as to show that he stood no lower, if no higher, in
her regard than he had stood before.

When they were opposite an opening through
which, by day, the doctor's house could be seen, they
observed a light in one of his rooms, although it was
now about two o'clock.

' The doctor is not abed yet,' said Mrs. Melbury.
' Hard study, no doubt,' said her husband.
' One would think that, as he seems to have nothing

to do about here by day, he could at least afford to go
to bed early at night. 'Tis astonishing how little we
see of him.'

Melbury's mind seemed to turn with much relief

to the contemplation of Mr. Fitzpiers after the scenes
of the evening. «It is natural enough,' he replied.
' What can a man of that sort find to interest him in
Hintock ? I don't expect he'll stay here long.'

His thoughts then reverted to Giles's party, and
when they were nearly home he spoke again, his
drighter being a few steps in advance: 'It is hardly
the line of life for a girl like Grace, after what she's
been accustomed to. I didn't foresee tnat, in sending
her to boarding-school, and letting her travel, and what
not, to make her a good bargain for Giles, I should be
really spoiling her for him. Ah, 'tis a thousand pities

!

But he ought to have her—he ought !

'

At this moment the two chalk-marking, langterloo
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men, having at last really finished their play, could be
heard coming along in the rear, vociferously singing a
song to march-time, and keeping vigorous step to the
same in far-reaching strides

—

'
. . . . said she,

" A maid again I never shall be,

Till apples grow on an orange tree !

"

The timber-merchant turned indignantly to Mrs.
Melbury. 'Thafs the sort of society we've been
asked to meet!' he said. 'For us oH folk it didn't
matter; but for Grace—Giles should have known
better

!

'

Meanwhile, in the empty house trom which the
guests had just cleared out, the subject of their dis-

course was walking from room to room surveying the
general displacement of furniture with no ecstatic feel-

ing; rather the reverse indeed. At last he entered
the bakehouse, and found there Pobert Creedle sitting

over the embers, also lost in cot. templation. Winter-
borne sat down beside him.

'Well, Robert, you must be tired. You'd better
get on to bed,'

'Ay, ay, Giles— ^hat do I call ye? Maister, I

would say. But 'tis wel! to think the day is done,
when 'tis done.'

Winterborne had abstractedly taken the poker,
and with a wrinkled forehead was ploughing abroad
the wood-embers on the wide hearth, till it was like
a vast scorching Sahara, with red-hot lx)uMers lying
about everywhere. * Do you think it we it off well,

Creedle ? ' he asked.

'The victuals did; that I know. And the drink
did ; that I steadfastly believe, from the holler sound of
the barrels. Good honest drink 'tv/ere, the headiest
drink I ever brewed : and the best wine that berries
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could rise to; and the briskest Horner-and-Cleeves
cider ever wrung down, leaving out the spice and
spemts I put into it, while that egg-flip would ha'
passed through muslin, so little criddled 'twere. 'Twas
good enough to make any king's heart merry—ay, to
make his whole carcase smUel Still, I don't deny
I'm afeard some things didn't go well with He and
his.' Creedle nodded in a direction which signified
where the Melburys lived.

' I'm afraid, too, that it was a failure there.'
'If so, 'twere doomed to be so. Not but what

that slug might as well have come upon anybody else's
plate as hers.'

' What slug ?

'

'WeU, maister, there was a little small one upon
the edge of her plate when I brought it out, and so it
must have been in her few leaves of winter-green.'

' How the deuce did a slug get there ? '

' That I don't know no more than the dead : but
there my gentleman was.'

'But, Robert, of all places, that was where he
shouldn't have been !

'

' Well, 'twas his native home, come to that ; and
where else could we expect him to be ? i don't care
who the man is, slugs and caterpillars always will
urk m close to the stump of cabbages in that tanta
lizing way.'

'He wasn't alive, I suppose ?
' said Giles, with a

shudder on Grace'? account.
'O no. He was weU boiled. I warrant him well

boiled. God forbid that a /ive slug should be seed
on any plate of victuals that's served by Robert Creedle.
... But Lord, there ; I don't mind 'em myself—them
green ones

; for they were born on cabbage, and they've
lived on cabbage, so they must be made of cabbage.
But she, the close-mouthed little lady, she didn't say
a word about it; though 'twould have made good small
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conversation as to the nater of such creatures ; especi*
ally as wit ran short among us sometimes.'

' O yes
—

'tis all over !

' murmured Giles to him-
self, shaking his head over the glooming plain of
embers, and limng his forehead more than ever. ' Do
you know, Robert,' he said, 'that she's been accr.s-

tomed to servants and everything superfine these many
years ? How, then, could she stand our ways ?

'

•Wt.l, all I can say is, then, that she ought to hob-
and-nob elsewhere. They shouldn't have schoolt I her
so monstrous high, or else bachelor-men shouldn't give
randys, or if they do gi/e 'em, only to their own
race.'

' Perhaps that's fue,' said Winterborne rising, and
yawning a sigh.
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lis a pity—a thousand pities!' her father kept
saying next morning at breakfast, Grace being still
in her bedroom.

Here was the fact, which could not be disguised:
since seeing what an immense change her last twelve
months of absence had produced in his daughter,
after the heavy sum per annum that he had been
spending for several years upon her education, he
was reluctant to let her marry Giles Winterborne,
mdefinitely occupied as woodsman, cider-merchant,
apple-farmer, and what not, even were she willing to
marry him herself.

But how could he, with any self-respect, obstruct
Wmterborne's suit at this stage, and nullify a scheme
he had laboured to promote—was, indeed, mechani-
cally promoting at this moment? A crisis was ap-
proaching, mainly as a result of his contrivances ; and
it would have to be met.

' She will be his wife, if you don't upset her notion
that she's bound to accept him as an understood
thmg,' said Mrs. Melbury. 'Bless you, she'll soon
shake down here in Hintock, and be content with
Giles's way of living, which he'll improve with what
money she'll have from you. 'Tis the strangeness
after her genteel life that makes her feel uncomfortrMe
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at first. Why, when / saw Hintock the first time I
thought I never could like it. But things gradually
get familiar, and stone floors seem not so very cold
and hard, and the hooting of owls not so very
dreadful, and loneliness not so very lonely after a
while.'

•Yes, I believe ye. That's just it. I /know Grace
will gradually sink down to our level again, and catch
our manners and way of speaking, and feel a drowsy
content in being Giles's wife. But I can't bear the
thought of dragging down to that old level as pro-
mising a piece of maidenhood as ever lived— fit to
ornament a palace wi', that I've taken so much
trouble to lift up. Fancy her white bands getting
redder every day, and her tongue losing its pretty
up-country curl in talking, and her bounding walk
becoming the regular Hintock shail-and-wamble !

'

' She may shail ; but she'll never wamble,' replied
his wife decisively.

When Grace came downstairs he complained of
her lying in bed so late ; not so much moved by a
particular objection to that form of indulgence as
discomposed by these other reflections.

The corners of her pretty mouth dropped a little
down. « You used to complain with justice when I
was a girl,' she said. ' But I am a woman now, and
can judge for myself. ... But it is not that: it
is something else!' Instead of sitting down she
went outside the door.

He was sorry. The petulance that relatives show
towards each other is in truth directed against that
intangible Cause which has shaped the situation no
less for the offenders than the offended, but is too
elusive to be discerned and cornered by poor humanitym imtated mood. Melbury followed her. She had
rambled on to the paddock, where the white frost
lay, r aking the grass rustle like paper-shavings under

99

1.-^,^

fi-



w
w

THE WC0DLANDRR8

their feet, and where starlings in flocks of twenties
and thirties were walking about, watched by a com-
fortable family of sparrows perched in a line along
the string-course of the chimney, and prc-ening them-
selves in the rays of the sun.

• Come in to breakfast, my girl
!

' he said. « And
as to Giles, use your own mind. Whatf/er pleases
you will please me.'

' I am promised to him, father ; and I cannot help
thmking that in honour I ought to marry him, when-
ever I do marry.'

He had a strong suspicion that somewhere in the
bottom of her heart there pulsed an old simple in-
digenous feeling favourable to Giles, though it had
become overlaid with implanted tastes. 'Very well,'
he said. «But I hope I sha'n't lose you yet. Come
in to breakfast. What did you think of' the inside
of Hintock House the other day ?

'

• I liked it mu':h.'

• Different from friend Winterbome's ?

'

She said nothing ; but he who knew her was aware
that she meant by her silence to reproach him with
drawing cruel comparisons.

•Mrs. Charmond has asked you to come again
when, did you say ?

'

*She thought Tuesday; but would send the day
before to let me know if it suited her.' And with
this subject upon their lips they entered to breakfast.

Tuesday came, but no message from Mrs. Char-
mond. Nor was there any on Wednesday. In brief,
a fortnight slipped by without a sign, and it looked sus^
piciously as if Mrs. Charmond was not going further
in the direction of « taking up ' Grace at present.

Her father reasoned thereon. Immediately after
his daughter's two indubitable successes with Mrs.
Charmond—the interview in the wood and the visit
to the House—she had attended Winterbome's party.
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No doubt the out-and-out joviality of that gathering
had made it a topic in the neighbourlmod, and that
every one present as guests had been widely spoken

uVT^"^*^^'
^^^ ^^' exceptional qualities, above all.

What then so natural as that Mrs. Charmond should
have heard the village news, and become quite dis-
appomted in her expectations of Grace at finding she
kept such company ?

Full of this post hoc argument, Mr. Melbury over-
looked the mfinite throng of other possible reasons
and unreasons for a woman changing her mind. For
mstance, while knowing that his Grace was attractive
he quite forgot that Mrs. Charmond had also great
pretensions to beauty.

So it was settled in his mind that her sudden
mmglmg with the villagers at the unlucky Winterborne's
was the cause of her most grievous loss, as he deemed
It, in the direction of Hintock House.

' 'Tis a great sacrifice !

' he would repeat to himself.
' I am ruining her for conscience' sake !

'

It was one morning kter on, while these things
were agitating his mind, that something darkened the
window just as they finished breakfast. Looking up
they saw Giles in person, mounted on horseback, and
straining his neck forward, as he had been doing for
some time, to catch their attention through the window.
Grace had been the first to see him, and involuntarily
exclaimed, ' Th' re he is- and a new horse !

'

On their faces, as they -egarded Giles, were written
theu- suspended thoughts and compound feelings con-
cerning him, could he have read them through those
old panes. But he saw nothing: his features just
now were, for a wonder, lit up with a red smile at
some other idea. So they rose fi-om breakfast and
went to the door, Grace with an anxious, wistful
manner, her father in a reverie, Mrs. Melbury placid
and inquiring.
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•We have come out to look at your ht^n* she
said.

It could be seen that he was pleased at their
attention, and explained that he had ridden a mile or
two to try the animal's paces. 'I bought her,' he
added, with warmth so severely repressed as to seem
mdifference, 'because she has been used to carry
a lady.'

'

Still Mr. Melbuiy did not brighten. Mrs. Melbury
said, • And is she quiet ?

'

Winterbome assured her that there was no doubt
of It. • I took care of that. She's twenty-one. and
very clever for her age.'

'^yell, get off and come in,' said Melbury brusquely:
and Giles dismounted accordingly.

This event was the concrete result of Winterbome's
thoughts during the past week or two. The want of
success with his evening party he had accepted in as
philosophic a mood as he was capable of; but there
had been enthusiasm enough left in him one day at
Sh' rton Abbas market to purchase the mare, which
had belonged to a neightx)uring parson with several
daughters, and was offered him to carry either a
gentleman or a lady, and to do odd jobs of carting
and agriculture at a pinch. This obliging quadruped
seemed to furnish Giles with a means of reinstating
himself in Melbury's good opinion as a man of con-
siderateness, by throwing out equestrian possibilities to
Grace if she became his wife.

The latter looked at him with intensified interest
this morning, in the mood which is altogether peculiar
to woman's nature, and which, when reduced into
plain words, seems as impossible as the penetrability
of matter—that of entertaining a tender pity for the
object of her own unnecessary coldness. The imper-
turbable poise which marked Winterbome in general
was enUvened now by a freshness and animation that
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set a brightness in his eye and on his cheek. Mrs.
Mellxiry asked him to have some hreak&st, and he
pleasuraWy replied that he would join them, not per-
ceiving that they had all finished the meal, and that
the tune piped by the kettle denoted it to be nearly
empty; so that fresh water had to be brought in, and
a general renovation of the taWe carried out. Neither
did he know, so full was he of his tender ulterior
object in buying that horse, how the morning was
slipping away, nor how he was keeping the family
from dispersing about their duties.

Then he told throughout the humorous story of the
horse's purchase, looking particularly grim at some
fixed object in the room, a way he always looked when
he narrated anything that amused him. While he was
still thinking of the scene he had described, Grace rose
and said, ' I have to go and help my mother now, Mr.
vVintt. borne.'

'H'm?' he ejaculated, turning his eyes sudden^
upon her.

She repeated her words with a slight blush of
awkwardness; whereupon Giles, becoming suddenly
conscious, too conscious, jumped up, saying, 'To be
sure, to be sure!' and wished them quickly good-
morning.

Nevertheless he had upon the whole strengthened
his position, with her at least. Time, too, was on his
side, for (as her father saw with regret) already the
homeliness of Hintock life was fast becoming lost to
her observation as a singularity; as the momentary
strangeness of a face from which we have for years
been separated insensibly passes off with renewed inter-
course, and tones itself down into identity with the
lineaments of the past.

Thus Mr. Melbury went out of the house still un-
reconciled to the sacrifice of the gem he had been at
such piiins in mounting. He fain could hope, in the
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secret nether chamber of his mind, that something
would happen, before the balance of her feeling had
quite turned in Winterborne's favour, to relieve his

conscience and at the same time preserve her on her
elevated plane.
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It was a day of rather bright weather for the season
Miss Melbury went out for a morning walk, and her
ever-regardful father, having an hour's leisure, offered
to walk with her.

The breeze was fresh and quite steady, filtering
Itself through the denuded mass of twigs without sway-
ing them, but making the point of each ivy-leaf on
the trunks scratch its underlying neighbour restlessly
Grace's lips sucked in this native air of hers like
milk. They soon reached a place where the wood ran
down into a corner, and went outside it towards com-
paratively open ground. Having looked round about
they were intending to re-enter the copse when a fox
quietly emerged with a dragging brush, trotted past
them tamely as a domestic cat, and disappeared amid
some dead fern. They walked on, her father merely
observing, after watching the animal, ' They are hunting
somewhere near.'

Further up they saw in the mid-distance the hounds
running hither and thither, as if the scent lay cold that
day. Soon divers members of the hunt appeared on
the scene, and it was evident from their movements
that the chase had been stultified by general puzzle-
headedness as to the whereabouts of the intended
victim. In a minute a gentleman-farmer, panting with
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Actieonic excitement, rode up to the two pedestrians,
and Grace being a few steps in advance he addressed
her, asking if she had seen the fox.

' yes,' said she. ' I saw him some time ago—just
out there.' ^ *

' Did you cry Halloo ?

'

' I said nothing.'

' Then why the devil didn't you, or get the old buffer
to do It for you ?

' said the man as he cantered away.
bhe looked rather disconcertH. at this reply, and

observing her father's face saw that it was quite red.
' He ought not to have spoken to ye like that

!

'

said the old man in the tone of one whose heart was
bruised, though it was not by the epithet applied to
himself.

' And he wouldn't if he had been a gentleman,
iwas not the language to use to a woman of any

niceness. You so well read and cultivated—how could
he expect ye to go shouting a view-halloo like a farm
tomboy

!
Hasn't it cost me near a Iiundred a year to

hft you out of all that, so as to show an example to
the neighbourhood of what a woman can be? (kace.
shall I tell you the secret of it? 'Twas because /was
in your company. If a black-coated squire or pa'son
had been walking with you instead of me he wouldn't
have spoken so.'

'No, no, father; there's nothing in you rough or
ill-mannered !

'

- &

'I tell you it is that! I've noticed, and I've
noticed It many times, that a woman takes her colour
from the man she's walking with. The woman who
looks an unquestionable lady when she's with a
pohshed-up fellow, looks a tawdry imitation article
when shes bobbing and nobbing with a homely blade.You sha'n't be treated like that for long, or at least
your children sha'n't. You shall have somebody to
walk with you who looks more of a dandy than I—
please God you shall

!

'
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• But, my dear father,' she said, much distressed, ' I
don't mind at all. I don't wish for more honour than
I already have !

'

'A perplexing and ticklish possession is a daughter,'
according to the Greek poet, and to nobody was one
ever more so than to Melbury. As for Grace, she
began to feel troubled ; she did not perhaps wish, there
and then, to unambitiously devote her life to Giles
Winterbome, but she was more and more uneasy at
being the social hope of the family.

' You would like to have more honour, if it pleases
me ?

' asked her father, in continuation of the subject.
Despite her ft.eling she assented to this. His

reasoning had not been without weight upon her.

Grace,' he said, just before they had reached the
house, ' If it costs me my life you shall marry well

!

To-day has shown me that whatever a young woman's
niceness she stands for nothing alone. You shall
marry well.'

He breathed heavily, and his breathing was caught
up by the breeze, which seemed to sigh a soft re-

monstrance.

She looked calmly at him. • And how about Mr,
Winterbome ?

' she asked. ' I mention it, father, not
as a matter of sentiment, but as a question of keepine
faith.' ^ ^

The timber-merciiaiit's eyes fell for a moment. • I

don't know—I don't know,' he said. "Tis a trying
strait. Well, well; there's no hurry. We'll wait and
see how he gets on.'

That evening he called her into his room, a snug
little apartment behind the large parlour. It had at
one time been part of the bakehouse, with the ordinary
oval brick oven in the wall ; but Mr. Melbury in
turning it into an office had built into the cavity an
iron safe, which he used for holding his private papers.
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i^;tfroit
""^ ^" "°" °p^"' ^"^ ^^ ^^ --

'Sit down, Grace, and keep me company,' he said'You may amuse yourself by looking over these ' Hefhrew out a heap of papers before her
' What are they ?

' she asked.

nn.'lr"^^'^ °^J^°"' '°"'' He unfolded themone by one. 'Papers worth so much money eaX
wZ^^'^" tY °^ '"^"P''^^ bo"ds. for one tWngWodd you thmk that each of these pieces of oan^r Sworth two hundred pounds ?

'

^^
'No, indeed, if you didn't say so

'

.ort"^''?'^'''
'^^"; ^°^ ^^'^ ^ papers of anothersort They are for different .ums in the three ner

Wrhav^T ''T "v^
^°^-^^^^y HarbourT,/dsWe have a great stake in that harbour, you know

' Yes, I will, some day,' said she rising.

a litt?ro7"'''K°P'"
'^'"^ "°^- Y«" °"ght to learr

oud tr^ "^'"'"-
^ y°""g ^^y of educationould not be ignoiant of money affairs altogetherSuppose you should be left a widow some dafwith

IZ '^^:^''-'-'' -^-~s throt'ul^^n

vain r°"''
""' '^''' '"'''''• ™^-<^^-<i^

;
it sounds so

myself ^"^ThT .H
?'"" '° ^^^'' ^ ^^^^ ^^'^^-^^edsmyself. There, that piece of parchment reoresentshouses m bherton Abbas.'

represents

went^on in^r'i
^^^h^^^'a;;d, looked at the fire, and

q^t'a midtn^o^^^^^ " ^"^^^"^' "^ ^^^^ -" ^e

' Your sphere ought not to be middling ' he exdaimed. « You said you never felt more ^it homtmore m your element, anywhere than you did Zt
1 08
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afternoon with Mrs. Charmond, when she showed you
her house, and all her knick-knacks, and made you
stay to tea so nicely in her drawing-room, surely you

• Yes, I did say so,' admitted Grace.
• Was it true ?

'

'Yes, I felt so at the time. The feeling is less
strong now, perhaps.'

'Ah! Now, though you don't see it, your feeling
at the time was the right one, l^ecause your mind and
body were just in full and fresh cultivation, so that
going there with her was like meeting like. Since
then you've been staying with us, and have fallen
back a littk-. and so you don't feel your place so
strc'vly. Now, do as I tell you, and look over these
papers, and see what you'll be worth some day. For
they'll all be yours, you know; who have I got to
leave 'em to but you ? Perhaps when your education
is backed up by what these papers represent, and that
backed up by another such a set and their owner,
men such as that fellow was this morning may think
you a little more than a buffer's girl.'

So she did as commanded, and opened each of
the folded epresentatives of hard cash that her father
put before her. To sow in her heart cravings for social
position was obviously his strong desire, though in
direct antagonism to a better feeling which had hither^
prevailed with him, and had, indeed, only succum,
that morning during the ramble.

She wished that she was not his worldly hope ; the
responsibility of such a position was too gieat. She
had made it for herself mainly by her appearance and
attractive behaviour to him since her return. 'If I
had only come home in a shabby dress, and tried to
speak roughly, this might not have happened,' she
thought. She deplored less the fact, however, than
the contingencies.



THE WOODLANDER8

Her father then insisted upon her looking over his
cheque-book and nading the counterfoils. This also
she obediently did, and at last came to two or threewhich had been drawn to defray some of the late
expenses of her clothes, board, and education

'I, too cost a good deal, like the horses andwaggons and corn !

' she said, looking up sorrily.
I didnt want you to look at those; I merely

rinT
*° Sivc you an idea of my investment transac-

tions. But if >ou do cost as much as they, nevermind. You'll yield a better return.'
'Don't think of me like that!' she begged. «Amere chattel.'

^^

'A what? Oh, a dictionary word. Well, as that'sm your hne I don't forbid it, even if it tells against
me, he said good-humouredly. And he looked her
proudly up and down.
A few minutes later Grammar Oliver came to tell

JnT K iS'^' ""f
'^^^' ''"^ ^" gi^i"g the informa-

tion she added incidentally, « So we shall soon lose the

M r .fiu"'"'*^^
"^"''^ f«^ ^"^e time, I hear.

Maister Melbur>^ Yes, she is going oflF ti foreign

lTylT^!^r-/?'J^^ '^' °^ '^^ ^t-"- "months;and be-chok'd if I don't wish I could do the same
for my wind-pipe is furred like a flue

'

tnrn^^^r ^K^
""^^ T""^" ^^^ ^^^' '^^ ^°0"^' Melbury

urned to his daughter and said, « So, Grace, you've
lost your new fnend, and your chance of keeping hercompany and wnting her travels is quite gone from ye '

'

Grace said nothing.
"

•Now,' he went on emphatically, «'tis Winterborne's
affair ha^ done this. O yes, 'tis! So let me say one
word. Promise me that you will not meet him again
without my knowledge.' ^

' I never do meet him, father, either without yourknowledge or with it.'
'

' So much the better. I don't like the look of this
no
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at all. And I say it not out of harshness to him, poor
fellow, but out of tenderness to you. For how could
a woman, brought up delicately as you have been Ijear
the roughness of a life with him ?

'

'

She sighed
; it was a sigh of sympathy with Giles,

complicated by a sense of the intractability of circum-
stances.

At that same hour, and almost at that same minute
there was a conversation alxjut Wintertorne in progres^m the village street, opposite Mr. Melbury's gates,
where Timothy Tangs the elder, and Rol^ert Creedle
had accidentally met.

The sawyer was asking Creedle if he had heard
what was all over the parish, the skin of his face being
toned towards brightness in respect of it as news, and
towards concern in respect of its bearings.

'Why, that poor little lonesome thing, Marty South,
IS likely to lose her father. He was almost well, but
is much worse again ; a man all skin and grief, he ever
were; and if he leave Little Hintock for a better land
won't It make some difference to your good man
AVinterborne, neighbour Creedle ?

'

'Can I be a prophet in Hintock?' said Creedle
' I was only shaping of such a thing yesterday in my
poor long-seeing way! It is upon John South's life
that all Mr. Winterljorne's houses hang. If so be
South die and so make his decease, thereupon the
law ordains that the houses fall without the least
chance of saving 'em into Her hands at the House.
I told him so; but the words of the faithful be only
as wind !

'
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The news was true. The life—the one fragile life

that had been used as a measuring-tape of time by
law, was in danger of being frayed away. It was the
last of a group of lives which had served this purpose,
at the end of whose breathings the small homestead
occupied by South himself, the larger one of Giles
Winterborne, and half-a-dozen others that had been
in the possession of various Hintock village families
for the previous hundred years, and were now Winter-
home's, would fall in and become part of the en-
compassing estate.

Winterborne walked up and down his garden next
day thinking of the contingency. The sense that the
paths he was pacing, the cabbage-plots, the apple-
trees, his dwelling, cider-cellar, wring-house, stables,

weathercock, were all slipping away over his head
and beneath his feet as if they were painted on a
magic-lantern slide, was curious. In spite of John
South's late indisposition he had not anticipated
danger.

Whilst he was here in the garden somebody came
to fetch him. It was Marty herself, and she showed
her distress by her unconsciousness of a cropped poll.

' Father is still so much troubled in his mind about
that tree,' she said. ' You know the tree I mean, Mr.
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VVinterbome ? the tall one in front of the house thathe thinks will blow down and kill us. Can you comeand see if you an persuade him out of his notion?
I can do nothing.'

H„.!!S l^.^^"*!^"'^
^^' to the cottage, and she con-

ducted him upstairs. John South was pillowed up
in a chair between the bed and the window, exactly
opposite the htter, towards which his face was lumed.

Ah, neighbour Winterborne,' he said. « I wouldn't
have minded if my life had only been my own to
lose; I don't vallie it in much of itself, and can let

wIk .
*'' '^"^"""^^ °^ "^^- ^"t to think what 'tis

trnnKl. ^.^"'t
^ y"""^ ""^^ "^'"^ '" »fe. that do

trouble me
!

It seems a trick of dishonesty towards
ye to go off at fifty.five! I could bear up, I k^w

could If it were not for the tree-yes, the tree 'n^^t's killing me. There he stands, 'threatening my
life every mmute that the wind do blow. He'll come

wC .r,v"''
'"** '^"^* "' ^^^

'
^"<i ^hat will ye dowhen the life on your property is taken away i

'

'Never you mi.nd me-that's of no consequence'
said Giles. 'Think of yourself alone'
He looked out of the window in the direction ofthe woodman's gaze. The tree was a tall elm, familia

^ him from chudhood, which stood at a di tance of

dwelhng. Whenever the wind blew, as it did nowthe tree rocked, naturally enough; and the sight of
Its motion and sound of its sighs, had gradually bredthe ternfy:ng illusion in the woodman's mind. ^ThShe would sit all day, in spite of persuasion, watcWng
Its every sway, and listening to the melancholy Gre^gonan melodies which the air wrung out of it Thisfear It apparently was, rather than any organic 'diseasewhich was eating away the health of John louth

'

it tf« 'f^ r^^
""^""^^ ^°"*^ ^'^^^d ^-'^ head, making

It his fugleman with abject obedience. .Ah wh"n
"3 H



THE WOODLANDBR8

it was quite a smaH tree,' he said, • and I was a little
boy, I thought one day of chopping it off with my
hook to make a clothes-line prop with. But I put
off doing it, and then I again thought that I would

;

but I forgot it and didn't. And at last it got too
big. and now 'tis my enemy, and will be the death
of me. Little did I think, when I let that sapling
stay, that a time would come when it would torment
me, and dash me into my grave.'

•No, no,' said Winterborne and Marty soothingly.
But they thought it possible that it might hasten
him into his grave, though in another way than by
falling.

•I tell you what,' added Winterborne; 'I'll climb
up this afternoon, and shroud off the lower boughs,
and then it won't be so heavy, and the wind won't
affect it so.'

' She won't allow it—a strange woman come from
nobody knows where—she won't have it done.'

*You mean Mrs. Charmond? Oh, she doesn't
know there's such a tree on her estate. Besides,
shrouJing is not felling, and I'll risk that much.'

He went out, and when afternoon came he re-
turned, took a bill-hook from the shed, and with a
ladder climbed into the lower part of the tree, where
he began lopping off— ' shrouding ' as they called it

at Hintock— the lowest boughs. Each of these
quivered under his attack, bent, cracked, and fell

into the hedge. Having cut away the lowest tier
he stepped off the ladder, climbed a few steps higher,
and attacked those at the next level. Thus he
ascended with the progress of his work far above
the top of the ladder, cutting away his perches as
he went, and leaving nothing but a bare stem bekjw
him.

The work was troublesome, for the tree was large.
The afternoon wore on, turning dark and misty about
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four o'clock. From time to time Ciiles cast his eyes
across towards the betl—m-window of South, where,
by the flickering fire in . «c chamber, he could see the
old man watching him sitting motionless with a hand
upon each arm of the chair. Beside him sat Marty
also strammg her eyes towards the skyey field of his'
operations.

A curious question suddenly occurred to Winter-
borne, and he stopped his chopping. He was ope-
ratmg on another person's property to prolong the
years of a lease by whose termination that person
would considerably oenefit. In that aspect of the
case he doubted if he ought to go on. On the
other hand he was working to save a man's life,
and this seemed to empower him to adopt arbitrary
measures. '

The wind had died down to a calm, and while he
was weighing the circumstances he saw coming along
the road through the increasing mist a figure which
indistinct as it was, he knew well. It was Grace
Melhury, on her way out from the house, probably
for a short evening walk before dark. He arranged
himself for a greeting from her, since she could hardly
avoid passing immediately beneath the tree.

But Grace, though she looked up and saw him
was just at that time too full of the words of her
father to give him any encouragement. The years-
long regard that she had had for him was not kindled
by her return into a flame of sufficient brilliancy to
make her rebellious. Thinking that she might not see
him, he cned, ' Miss M<'lbury, here I am.'

She turned up her head again. She was near
enough to see the expression of his face, and the
nails m his soles, silver-bright with constant walking.
But s'-e did not reply; and dropping her glance anew
went on.

Winterborne's face grew strange; he mused, and
"5
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proceeded automatically with his work. Grace mean-
while f)ad not gone far. She had reached a gate
when - she had leant sadly, and whispered to her-
self, « ,v...t shall I do?'

«:u lo ncr

A sudden fog came on, and she curtailed her walk
passing under the tree again on her return. Again
he addressed her. 'Grace,' he said, when she was
close to the trunk, 'speak to me.' She gazeti straight
t.s shook her head without stopping, and went on to
a little distance, where she stood observing him from
Oehind the hedge.

Her coldness had been kindly meant. If it was
to be done, she had said to herself, it should be begun
at once. While she stood out of observation Giles
seemed to recognize her meaning; with a sudden
start he worked on, climbing higher into the sky, and
cuttinghimself off more and more from all intercourse
with the sublunary world. At last he had worked
himself so high up the elm, and the mist had so
thickened, that he could only just be discerned as a
dark grey spot on the light grey zenith; he would

r^- ^," ^'^ogether out of notice but for the stroke
of his bill-hook, and the flight of a bough downward
and 1.S crash upon the hedge at intervals.

It was not to be done thus, after all : plainness
and candour were best. She went back a third time-
he did not see her now, and she lingeringly gazedup at -.nscious figure, loth to put an end
to^^any

: hope that might live on in him

'Giles—Mr. wmterborne,' she said.
His work so rustled the Ixjughs that he did not

near.

'Mr. Winterbome!' she cried again, and this time
he stopped, looked down, and replied.

'My silence just now was not accident,' she saidm an unequal voice. 'My father says it is better for
ii6
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US not to think too much of that—cngarement or
understanding, between us. that you knofof I, 'toS

MeL ' r" *)i',^^°'« ^ » "«ht. But we ^fnends, you know. Giles, and almost relations.'

whJoK i2^ r"''
t^^a^s'^ered. in an enfeebled voicewhidi barely reached down the tree. • I have nothing

fwWbr
'*""°* say anything till I've though!

She added with emotion in her tone, «For myself
I would have married you-some day-I 'think Bufl

'

give way, for I see it would be unwise '

1
"^ Z""""^^.

""^ '^P'y' ^"^ «t t»ck upon a boueh
placed h.s dbow in a fork, and rested hS h^ urn
h?H . , 7, "? ^? '^'"^"^ ^'" »h« 'og and the n£hthad completely inclosed him from her view

Grace h^ved a divided sigh, with a tense pause

^Z7Xri """^ °"^"^' ^'' heart feeling^ un
comfortably big and heavy, and her eyes wet. Had
Giles, instead of reinaining still, immediately come down

that filml acquiescent frame of mind which she had

hemselves have declared, that one of their sex is never

IS A
'
n'
'"^ *° ^^'^^ '" '^^•- Jot *ith a man forgood and all as five rr nutcs after she hrs told him sucha thing cannot be th probabilities are .hat something

might have been done by the appearance of Winter-

m.'SoT *''fT^ ^^' '^''''- «"* he continTe^
motionless and silent m that gloomy Niflheim or fog-^nd which involved him. and she proceeded on hfrway.

The spot seemed now to be quite deserted. The
light from South's window made rays on the fog. butd^d no reach the tree. A quarter of an hour pf sedand all was blackness overhead. Giles had not Scome down. ^

Then the tree seemed to shiver, then to heave a
117
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sigh: a movement was audible, and Winterbome
dropped almost noiselessly to the ground. He had
thought the matter out; and having returned the
ladder and bill-hook to their places, pursued his way
homeward. He would not allow this incident to affect
his outer conduct any more than the danger to his
leaseholds had done, and went to bed as usual.

Two simultaneous troubles do not always make a
double trouble; and thus it came to pass that Giles's
practical anxiety about his houses, which would have
been enough to keep him awake lialf the night at any
other time, was displaced and not reinforced by his
sentimental trouble about Grace Melbury. This sever-
ance was in truth more like a burial of her than a
rupture with her; but he did not realize so much at
present, even when he arose in the morning he felt

quite moody and stern ; as yet the second note in the
gamut of such emotions, a distracting regret for his loss,

had not made itself heard.

A load of oak timber was to be sent away that
morning to a builder whose works were in a town
many miles off. The trunks were chained down to a
heavy timber carriage with enormous red wheels, and
four of the most powerful of Melbury's horses were
harnessed in front to draw them.

The horses wore their bells that day. There were
sixteen to the team, carried on a frame above each
animal's shoulders, and tuned to scale, so as to form
two octaves, running from the highest note on the
right or off-side of the leader to the lowest on the
left or near-side of the shaft-horse. Melbury was among
the last to retain horse-bells in that neighbourhood;
for living at Little Hintock, where the lanes yet
remained as narrow as before the days of turnpike
roads, these sound signals were still as useful to him
and his neighbours as they had ever been in former
times. Much backing was saved in the course of a
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jnear by the warning notes they cast ahead ; moreover,
the tones of all the teams in the district being known
to the carters of each, they could tc l Jong way off
on a dark night whether they we e about to e;.rounter
mends or strangers.

The fog of the previous evei r-.j; stil! iin^ ered so
heavily over the woods that the morni.ig - ould not
penetrate the trees. The load being a ponderous one.
the lane crooked, and the air so thick, Winterbome set
out, as he often did, to accompany the team as far as
the corner, where it would turn into a wider road.

So they rumbled on, shaking the foundations of the
roadside cottages by the weight of their progress, the
sixteen bells chiming harmoniously over all, till they
had nsen out of the valley, and were descending
towards the more open route, sparks rising from their
creaking skid and neariy setting fire to the dead leaves
alongside.

Then occurred one of the very incidents against
which the bells were an endeavour to guard. Suddenly
there beamed into their eyes, quite close to them, the
two lamps of a carriage, haloed by the fog. Its
approach had been quite unheard by reason of their
own noise. The carriage was a covered one, while
behind it could be discerned another vehicle laden
with luggage.

Winterborne went to the head of the team, and
heard the coachman telling the carter that he must turn
back The carter declared that this was impossible.

•You can turn if you unhitch your string-horses'
said the coachman.

'It is much easier for you to turn than for us'
said Winterborne. 'We've five ton of timber on these
wheels if we've an ounce.'

• But I've another carriage with luggage at my back '

Winterborne admitted the strength of the aigument
•But even with that.' he said, *you can back better
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than we. And you ought to, for you could hear our
bells half a mile off.'

* And you could see our lights.'

• We couldn't, because of the fog.'

'Well, our time's precious,' said the coachman
haughtily. 'You are only going to some trumpery
httle village or other in the neighbourhood, while we
are going straight to Italy.'

' Driving all the way, I suppose ?
' said Winterbome

sarcastically.

The contention continued in these terms till a
voice from the interior of the carriage inquired what
was the matter. It was a lady's voice.

She was briefly informed of the timber people's
obstmacy; and then Giles could hear her telling the
footman to direct the timber people to turn their
horses' heads.

The message was brought, and Winterbome sent
the bearer back to say that he begged the lady's
pardon, but that he could not do as she requested;
that though he would not assert it to be impossible,'
It was impossible by comparison with the slight
difficulty to her partv to back their light carriages.
As fate would have it, the incident with Grace Mel-
bury on the previous day made Giles less gentle than
he might otherwise have shown himself, his confidence
in the sex being rudely shaken.

In fine, nothing could move him, and the carriages
were compelled to back till they reached one of the
sidings or turn-outs constructed in the bank for the
purpose. Then the team came on ponderously, and
the clanging of its sixteen beUs as it passed the
discomfited carriages tilted up against the bank, lent
a particularly triumphant tone to the team's progress
--a tone which, in point of fact, did not at all attach
to its conductor's feelings.

Giles walked behind the timber, and just as he had
I30
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got past the yet stationary carriages he heard a soft
voice say, 'Who is that rude man? Not Melbury?'
The sex of the speaker was so prominent in the
voice that Winterbome felt a pang of regret.

'No, ma'am. A younger man, in a smaller way
of business in Little Hintock. Winterbome is his
name.'

Thus they parted company. 'Why, Mr. Winter-
bome,' said the waggoner when they were out of
hearing, 'that was she—Mrs. Charmond! Who'd ha'
thought it? What in the worid can a woman that
does nothing be cock-watching out here at this time
o' day for ? Oh, going to Italy—yes, to be sure, I
heard she was going abroad. She can't endure the
winter here.'

Winterbome was vexed at the incident; the more
so that he knew Mr. Melbury, in his adoration of
Hintock House, would be the first to blame him if

it became known. He accompanied the load to the
end of the lane, and then turned Imck with an inten-
tion to call at South's to ' the result of the
experiment of the preceding ev.

It chanced that a few mir .o before this time
Grace Melbury, who now rose soon enough to break-
fast with her father, in spite of the unwontedness of
the hour, had been commissioned by him to make
the same inquiry at South's. Marty had been standing
at the door when Miss Melbury arrived. Almost
before the latter had spoken Mrs. Charmond's carriages,
released from the obstruction up the lane, came
bowling along, and the two girls turned to regard
the spectacle.

Mrs. Charmond did not see them, but there was
sufficient light for them to discern her outline between
the carriage windows. A noticeable feature in her
toumure was a magnificent mass of braided locks.

'How well she looks this morning!' said Grace,
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forgetting Mrs. Charmond's slight in her generous ad
miration. ' Her hair so becomes her worn that way
1 have never seen any more beautiful

!

'

' Ncr have I, miss,' said Marty drily, and uncon-
sciously stroking her crown.

Grace watched the carriages with Ungering regretm they were out of sight. She then learnt of Marty
that South was no better. Before she had come away
vvinterborne approached the house, but seeing that one
ot the two girls standing on the doorstep was Grace he
suddenly turned back again, and sought the shelter of
nis own home till she should have gone away
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XIV

1 HE encounter with the carriages forced Winterborne's
mind back again to the houses of his which would fall

into Mrs. Charmond's possession in the event of South's
death. He marvelled what could have induced his
ancestors at Hintock, and other village people, to ex-
change their old copyholds for life-leases. And he was
much struck with his father's negligence in not insurinc
South's life.

^

After breakfast he went upstairs, turned over his bed,
and drew out a flat canvas bag which lay between the
mattress and the sacking. In this he kept his leases,
which had remained there unopened ever since his
father's death. It was the usual hiding-place among
rural life'.iolders for such documents. Winterborne sat
down on the bed, and looked them over. They were
ordinary leases for three lives, which a member of the
South family, some fifty years before this time, had
accepted of the lord of the manor in lieu of certain
copyholds and other rights, in consideration of having
the dilapidated houses rebuilt by the said lord. They
had come into his father's possession chiefly through
his mother, who was a South.

Pinned to the com-^r of one of the indentures was a
letter, which Winterbor'^e had never seen before. It
bore a remote date, the handwriting being that of some
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solicitor or agent, and the signature the landholder's.
It was to the effect that, at any time before the last of
the stated lives should drop, Mr. John Winterborne, or
his representative, should have the privilege of adding
his own and his son's life to the life remaining on payment of a merely nominal sum; the concession beincrm consequence of the elder Winterborne's consent to
demolish one of the houses and relinquish its site,
which stood at an awkward corner of the lane, and
impeded the way.

The house had been pulled down years before. Why
Giles s father had not taken advantage of his privilege
to insert his own and his son's lives it was impossible
to say. In all likelihood death alone had hindered himm the execution of that project, the elder Winterborne
having been a man who took much pleasure in dealing
with house property, in his small way.

Since one of the Souths still survived there was notmuch doubt that Giles could do what his father had
left undone, as far as his own life was concerned. This
possibility cheered him much; for by those houses hungmany things. Melbury's doubt of the young man's fit-
ness to be the husband of Grace had been based not a
Uttle on the precanousness of his holdings in Little and

n?^. .K
°?- r"^

'^'°^^^^ *° ^"^'^^ to the business

iuy muster
'"''""'"' ^'"^ " '""^ '^'' ^' ^°"Jd

His scheme, however, could not be carried out in aday; and meanwhile he would run up to South's as hehad intended to do, to learn the result of the experiment
with Che tree.

Marty met him at the door. « Well, Marty,' he said •

and was surprised to read in her face that the case was
not so hopeful as he had imagined.

' I am sorry for your labour,' she said. ' It is all
lost. He says the tree seems taller than ever

'

Winterborne looked around at it. Taller the tree
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certainly did seem, the gauntness of its now naked stem
fjeing more marked than before.

' It quite terrified him when he first saw what you
had done to it this morning,' she added. ' He declares
it will come down upon us and cleave us, like "the
sword of the Lord and of Gideon."

'

' Well
; can I do anything else ? ' asked he.

' The doctor says the tree ought to be cut down.'
• O, you've had the doctor ?

'

' I didn't send for him. Mrs. Charmond before she
left heard that father was ill, and told him to attend
him at her expense.'

•That was very good of her. And he says it ought
to be cut down. We mustn't cut it down without her
knowledge, I suppose.'

He went upstairs. There the old man sat, staring
at the now gaunt tree as if his gaze were frozen on
to Its trunk. Unluckily the tree waved afresh by this
time, a wind having sprung up and blown the fog away •

and his eyes turned with its wavings.
'

They heard footsteps—a man's, but of a lighter
weight than usual. 'There is Dr. Fitzpiers again,' she
said, and descended. Presently his tread was heard on
the naked stairs.

Mr. Fitzpiers entered the sick chamber as a
doctor IS wont to do on such occasions, and pre-
eminently when the room is that of the humble
cottager; looking round towards the patient with
a preoccupied gaze which so plainly reveals that he has
well-nigh forgotten all about the case and the circum-
stances since he dismissed them from his mind at his
last exit from the same apartment. He nodded to Win-
terborne, who had not seen him since his peep over the
hedge at Grace, lecalled the case to his thoughts, and
went leisurely on to where South sat.

Edred Fitzpiers was, on the whole, a finely formed,
handsome man. His eyes were dark and impressive,
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and beamed with the light either of energy or of
susceptivity—it was difficult to say which; it might
have been a little of both. That quick, glittering,
empirical eye, sharp for the surface of things if for
nothing beneath, he had not. But whether his
apparent depth of vision were real, or only an artistic
accident of his corporeal moulding, nothing but his
deeds could reveal.

His face was rathe- soft than stern, charming than
grand, pale than flushed; his nose—if a sketch of
his features be de rigueur for a person of his pre-
tensions—was artistically beautiful enough to have
been worth modelling by any sculptor not over busy,
and was hence devoid of those knotty irregularities
which often mean power; while the classical curve
of his mouth was not without a looseness in its
close. Either from his readily appreciative mien, or
his reflective manner, his presence liespoke the philo-
sopher rather than the dandy—an effect which was
helped by the absence of trinkets or other trivialities
from his attire, though this was more finished and
up to date than is usually the case among rural prac-
titioners.

Strict people of the highly respectable class, know-
ing a little about him by report, said that he seemed
likely to err rather in the possession of too many
ideas than too few; to be a dreamy 'ist of some
sort, or too deeply steeped in some false kind of
'ism. However this may be, it will be seen that he
was undoubtedly a somewhat rare kmd of gentleman
and doctor to have descended, as from the clouds,
upon Little Hintock.

'This is an extraordinary case,' he said at last
to Winterborne, after examining South by conversa-
tion, look, and touch, and learning that the craze
about the elm was stronger than ever. ' Come down-
stairs, and I'll tell you what I think.'
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They accordingly descended, and the doctor con-
tinued, 'The tree must be cut down; or I won't
answer jr hi<i life.'

*'Tis Mrs. Charmond's tree; and I suppose we
must get permission ?

' said Giles.

'O, never mind whose tree it is—what's a tree
beside a life! Cu«: it down. I have not the honour
of knowing Mrs. Charmond as ytt; but I am dis-
posed to risk that much with her.'

"Tis timber,' rejoined Giles. 'They never fell a
stick about here without its being marked first, either
by her or the agent.'

Then we'll inaugurate a new era forthwith. How
long has he complained of the tree ?

' asked the doctor
of Marty.

'Weeks and weeks, sir. The shape of it seems
to haunt him like an evil spirit. He says that it

is exactly his own age, that it has got human sense,
and sprouted up when he was born on purpose to
rule him, and keep him as its slave. Others have
l)een like it afore in Hintock.'

They could hear South's voice upstairs. ' O, he's
rocking this way; he must come! And then my
poor life, that's worth houses upon houses, will be
squashed out o' me. O ! O !

'

That's how he goes on,' she added. 'And he'll
never look anywhere else but out of the window, and
scarcely have the curtains drawn.'

'Down with it, then, and hang Mrs. Charmond,'
said Mr. Fitzpiers. 'The best plan will be to wait
till the evening, when it is dark, or early in the
morning before he is awake, so that he doesn't see
it fall, for that would terrify him worse than ever.
Keep the blind down till I come, and then I'll assure
him, and show him that his trouble is over.'

The doctor departed, and they waited till the even-
ing. When it was dusk, and the curtains drawn,

127



THE WOODLANDBRS

Winterborne directed a couple of woodmen to brine
a cross-cut saw; and the tall threatening tree was
soon nearly off at its base. Next morning, before
South was awake, they went and lowered it cautiouslym a direction away from the cottage. It was a
busmess difficult to do quite silently; but it was
done at last, and the elm of the same birth-year as
the woodman's lay stretched upon the ground. The
weakest idler that passed could now set foot on marks
formerly made in the upper forks by the shoes of
adventurous climbers only; once inaccessible nests
could be examined microscopically; and on swaying
extremities where birds alone had perched the by-
standers sat down. '

As soon as it was broad daylight the doctor came,
and Winterborne entered the house with him. Marty
said that her father was wrapped up and ready, as
usual, to be put ir his chair. They ascended the
stairs and soon sr d him. He began at once to
complain of the tree, and the danger to his life and
Winterborne s house property in consequence.

The doctor signalled to Giles, who went and drew
back the printed cotton curtains. 'It is gone see'
iaid Mr. Fitzpiers. ^ '

^'

^
As soon as the old man saw the vacant patch

o sky in place of the branched column so familiar
to his gaze he sprang up, speechless; his eyes
rose from their hollows till the whites showed all
round, he fell back, and a bluish whiteness overspread

Greatly alarmed they put him on the bed. As
soon as he came a little out of his fit, he gasped.
O, it is gone !—where—where ?

'

or.
His whole system seemed paralyzed by amazement,

rhey were thunderstruck at the result of the experi
ment, and did all they could. Nothing seemed to
avail. Giles and Fitzpiers went and came, but
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uselessly. He lingered through the day, and died
that evening as the sun went down.

'Damned if my remedy hasn't killed h-n!' mur-mured the doctor.

Dismissing the subject he went downstairs. When
going out of the house he turned suddenly to GUes
and said « Who was that young Udy we looked at
over the hedge the other day ?

'

Giles shook his head, as if he did not remember.

Tit'J
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When Melbury heard what had happened he
seemed much moved, and walked thoughtfully about
the premises. On South's own account he was
genuinely sorry; and on VVinterborne's he was the
more grieved in that this catastrophe had so closely
followed the somewhat harsh suggestion to Giles to
draw off from his daughter.

He was quite angr)' with circumstances for so
heedlessly inflicting on Giles a second trouble when
the needful one inflicted by himself was all that the
proper order of events demanded. « I told Giles's father
when he came into those houses not to spend too "much
money on lifehold property held neither for his own
life nor his son's,' he exclaimed; 'but he wouldn't
listen to me. And now Giles has to suffer for it.'

' Poor Giles !
' murmured Grace.

'Now, Grace, between us two, it is very, very
remarkable. It is almost as if I had foreseen this;
and I am thankful for your escape, though I am'
sincerely sorry for Giles. Had wi not dismissed
him already we could hardly have found it in our
hearts to dismiss him now. So I say, be thankful.
I'll do all I can for him as a friend; 'but as a pre-
tender to the position of my son-in-law, that can
never be thought of more.'
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And yet at that very moment the impracticability
to which poor Winterborne's suit had been reduced
was touchmg C trace's heart to a warmer sentiment on
his behalf than she had fdt for years concerning him.

He, meanwhile, was sitting down alone in the
familiar house which had ceased to be his ; taking a
calm if somewhat dismal survey of affairs The
pendulum of the clock bumped every now and then
against one side of the case in which it swung as
the muffled drum to his worldly march. Looking
out of the window he could i^erceivo tl paralysis
had come over Creedle's occupation o( ., uring the
garden, owing, obviously, to a -r wict. ... that they
might not be living there lon^, ..ough to profit by
next season's crop.

'

^"u^.''^!^^ ^' *^^ '^^^^ ^g^'" and the letter
attached. There was no doubt that he had lost his
houses by an accident which might easily have been
circumvented if he had known the true conditions of
his holding. The time for performance had now
lapsed m strict law; but why should not the inten-
tion be considered by the landholder when she
Ijecame aware of the circum-^^tances, and his moral
nght to retain the holdings for the term of his life be
conceded?

His heart sank within him, when he perceived
that, despite all the legal reciprocities and safe-
guards prepared and written, the upshot of the matter
was that It depended upon the mere caprice of thewoman he had met the day before, in such an un-
fortunate way, whether he was to possess his houses
for life or no.

While he was sitting and thinking a step came to
the door, and Melbury appeared, looking very sorry
for his position. VVinterborne welcomed him by aword and a nod, and went on with his examination of
the parchments. His visitor sat down.
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'Giles,' he said, 'this is very awkward, and I am
soi.y for it. What are you going to do ?

'

(Jiles informed him of the real state of affairs, and
how barely he had missed availing himself of his
chance of renewal.

'What a misfortune! Why was this neglected?
Well, the best thing you can do is to write and
tell her all about it, and throw yourself upon her
generosity.'

* I would rather not,' murmured Giles.

'But you must,' said Melbury. 'Much depends
on it.'

In short, he argued so cogently that Giles allowed
himself to be persuaded, firmly believing it to be a
last blow for Grace. The letter to Mrs. Charmond
was written and sent to Hintock Housq, whence, as
he knew, it would at once be forwarded to her.

Mellmry, feeling that he had done so good an
action in coming as to extenuate his previous arbitrary

conduct, went home; and Giles was left alone to

the suspense of waiting for a reply from the divinity

who shaped the ends of the Hintock population. By
this time all the villagers knew of the circumstances,
and being well-nigh like one family a keen interest was
the result all round.

Everybody thought of Giles; nobody thought of

Marty. Had any of them looked in upon her during
those moonlight nights which preceded the burial of
her father they would have seen the girl absolutely
alone in the house with the dead man. Her own
chamber being nearest the stairs, the Coffin had been
placed there for convenience; and at a certain hour
of the night, when the moon arrived opposite the
window, its beams streamed across the still profile of
South, sublimed by the august presence of death, and
onward a few feet further upon the face of his daughter,
lying in her little bed in the silence of a repose almost
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as dignified as that of her companion—the repose of
a guileless soul that had nothing more left on earth to
lose, except a life which she did not over-value.

South was buried, and a week passed, and Winter-
borne watched for a reply from Mrs. Charmond
Melbury was very sanguine as to its tenor; but
Wmterbome had not told him of the encounter with
her carriage, when, if ever he had heard an affronted
tone on a woman's lips, he had heard it on hers.

The postman's time for passing was just after
Melbury's men had assembled in the spar-house; and
Winterbome, who when not busy on his own account
would lend assistance there, used to go out into the
lane every morning and meet the postman at the end
of one of the green rides through the hazel-copse, in
the straight stretch of which his laden figure could be
seen a long way off. Grace also was very anxious;
more anxious than her father, more perhaps than
Wmterborne himself. This anxiety led her into the
spar-house on some pretext or other almost every
morning whilst they were awaiting the answer.

Elevdh times had Winterbome gone to that comer
of the ride, and looked up its long straight slope
through the wet greys of winter dawn. But though
the postman's bowed figure loomed in view pretty
regularly, he brought nothing for Giles. On the
twelfth day the man of missives, while yet in the
extreme distance, held up his hand, and Winterbome
saw a letter in it. He took it into the spar-house
before he broke the seal, and those who were there
gathered round him whUe he read, Grace looking in
at the door.

The letter was not from Mij. Charmond herself,
but from her agent at Sherton. Winterbome glanced
U over and looked up.

* It's all over,' he said.

Ah !

' said they all together.

133



THE WOODLANDERS

'Her lawyer is instructed to say that Mrs. Char-mond sees no reason for disturbing the natural course
of things, particularly as she contemplates pulling the
houses down,' he said quietly.

^ f b

' Only think of that !

' said several.
^interborne had turned away, and said vehemently

to hiniself, ' Then let her pull 'em down, and b^damned to her !

'

Creedle looked at him with a face of seven sorrows
saying, 'Ah 'twas that sperrit that lost 'em for ve
maister !

'

' '

Winterbome subdued his feelings, and from that
hour, whatever they were, kept them entirely to him-
self Yet assuming the value of taciturnity to a manamong strangers, it is apt to express more than talk-
ativeness when he dwells among friends. The country-
man, who is obliged to judge the time of day from
changes in external nature, sees a thousand successive
tints and traits in the landscape which are never dis-
cerned by him who hears the regular chime of a
clock, because they are never in request. In like
manner do we use our eyes on our taciturn 'comrade,
ihe infinitesimal movement of muscle, curve, hair
and wrinkle, which when accompanied by a voicego^ unregarded, is watched and translated in the
lack of It, till virtually the whole surrounding circle
of familiars is charged with the reserved one's moods
and meanings.

So with Winterborne and his neighbours after
his stroke of ill-luck. He held his tongue; and
they observed him, and knew that he was dis-
composed.

Encountering Melbury one day, his manner was
that of a man who abandoned all claims. 'I am
glad to meet ye, Mr. Melbur>',' he said in a low
voice, whose quality he endeavoured to make as
practical as possible. ' I am afraid I shall not after
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this be able to keep that mare I bought for the use
of—a possible wife, and as I don't care to seU her,
I should like, if you don't object, to give her to
Miss Melbury. The horse is very quiet, and would
be quite safe for her.'

Mr. Melbury was rather affected at this. «You
sha'n't hurt your pocket like that on our account,
Giles. Grace shall have the horse, but I'll pay you
what you gave for her, and any expense you may
have been put to for her keep.'

He would not hear of any other terms, and thus
it was arranged. They were now opposite Melbury's
house, and the timber-merchant pressed VVinterborne
to enter, Grace being out of the way.

'Pull round the settle, Giles,' said the timber-
merchant as soon as they were within. 'I should
like to have a serious talk with you.'

Thereupon he put the case to Winterborne frankly,
and in quite a friendly way. He declared that he
did not like to be hard on a man when he was in
difficulty; but he really did not see how Winterborne
could marry his daughter now without even a house
to take her to.

Giles quite acquiesced in the awkwardness of his
situation, but from a momentary gasp of hope—

a

feeling that he would like to know Grace's mind
from her own lips, he did not speak out positively even
then. He accordingly departed somewhat abruptly,
and went home to consider whether he would seek
to bring about a meeting with her.

In the evening while he sat quietly pondering he
fancied that he heard a scraping on the wall outside
his house. The boughs of a monthly rose which grew
there made such a noise sometimes, but as no wind
was stirring he knew that it could not be the rose-
tree. He took up the candle and went out. Nobody
was near. As he turned the light flickered on the

US
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Whitewashed rough-cast of the front, and he saw
words wntten thereon in charcoal, which he read as
follows :

—

• O Giles, you've lost your dwelling-place,
And therefore, Giles, you'll lose your Grace.'

Giles went indoors. He had his suspicions as to
ttje scrawler of those lines, but he could not be sure.
What fiUed his heart far more than curiosity about
their authorship wa.s a terrible belief that they weretummg out to be true, try to regain Grace as he
might. They decided the question for him. He satdown and wrote a formal note to Melbury, stating
that he shared to the full Melbury's view of his own
and his daughter's promise, made some years before-
he wished that it should be considered as cancelled'
and they themselves quite released from any obligation
on account of it.

Having fastened up this their plenary absolution
he determined to get it out of his hands and have
done with it; to which end he went off to Melbury's

^'»;°J!f^' 1- '' "^^ "°'' "^ '^*^ *^* t^e family had all
retwed

;
he crept up to the house, thrust the note

under the door, and stole away as silently as he had
come.

Melbury himself was the first to rise the next
morning, and when he had read th'^ letter his relief
was great, for he knew that Giles could have made
matters unpleasant if he had chosen to work upon
Grace. 'Very honourable of Giles, very honourable,'
he kept saying to himself. «I shaU not forget himNow to keep her up to her own true level.'

It happened that Grace went out for an early ramble
that morning, and to go in her customary direction
she could not avoid passing Winterhome's house.
The morning sun was shining flat upon its white
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surface, and the words, which still remained, were
immediately visible to her. She read them. Her
face flushed to crimson. She could see Giles and
Creedle talking together at the back; the charred
spar-gad with which the lines had Ijeen written lay on
the ground beneath the wall. Feeling pretty sure
that Wmterborne would observe her action, she quickly
went up to the wall, rubbed out « lose ' and inserted
'keep' in its stead, '['hen she made the best of her
way home without looking behind her. Giles could
draw an inference now if he chose.

There could not be the least doubt that gentle
Grace was warming t., more sympathy with, and in-
terest in, Winterborne than ever she had done while
he was her promised lover; that since his misfortune
those social shortcomings of his, which contrasted so
awkwardly with her later experiences of life, had be-
come obscured by the generous revival of an old
romantic attachment to him. Though mentally trained
and tilled into foreignness of view, as compared with
her youthful time, Grace was not an ambitious giri,
and might, if left to herself, have declined upon Win-
terborne without much discontent. Her feelings just
now were so far from latent that the writing on the
wall had quickened her to an unusual rashness.

Having returned from her walk she sat 'at break-
fast silently. When her stepmother had left the
room she said to her father, 'I have made up my
mmd that I should like my engagement to Giles to
continue.'

Melbury looked much surprised.

'Nonsense,' he said sharply. «You don't know
what you are talking about. Look here.'

He handed across to her the letter received from
Giles.

She read it and said no more. Could he have
seen her write on the wall? She did not know
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Fate, it seemed, would have it this
was nothing to do but to acquiesce.

It was a few hours after this that Winterborne,
who, cunouslv enough, had not perceived Grace writ-
mg, was clearing away the tree from the front of
Souths late dwelHng. He saw Marty standing in
her doorway, a slim figure in meagre black, almost
without womanly contours as yet. He went up to
her and said

:

'Marty, why did you write that on my wall last
mght ? It was you, you know.'

' Because it was the truth.'

'Having prophesied one thing, why did you alter
It to another. Your predictions can't be worth
much.'

' I have not altered it.'

' But you have.'
' No.'

' It is altered. Go and see.'

She went, and read that in spite of losing his dwell-
mg-place he would keep his Grace. Marty came back
surprised.

'Well,' she said. 'Who can have made such
nonsense of it ?

'

' Who indeed ?
' said he.

'I have rubbed it all out, as the point of it is
quite gone.'

' You'd no business to rub it out ; I meant to let
It stay a little longer.'

'Some idle boy altered it, no doubt,' she mur-
mured.

As this seemed very probable Winterborne said no
more, and dismissed the matter from his mind.
From this day of his life onward for a considerable

time Winterborne, though not absolutely out of his
house as yet, retired into the background of human life
and action thereabout—a feat not particularly difficult
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of performance anywhere when the doer has the assist-
ance of a lost prestige. Grace, thinking that Winter-
borne saw her write, made no further sign, and the frail
barque of fideUty that she had thus timidly launched
was stranded and lost.
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XVI

Dr. FITZPIERS lived on the slope of the hill, in a
house of much less pretension, both as to architecture
and as to magnitude, than the timber-merchant's The
^tter had without doubt been once the manorial resi-
dence appertaining to the snug and modest domain of
Little Hintock, of which the boundaries were now lost
by Its absoiption into the adjoining estate of Mrs
Charmond. Though the Melburys themselves were
unaware of the fact, there was ever>' reaso believe
--at least so the parson said—that the owners of that
little manor had been Melbury's own ancestors, the
family name occurring in numerous documents relating
to transfers of land about the time of the civil wars
Mr Fitzpiers's dwelling, on the contrary, was small

box-like, and comparatively modern. It had been
occupied, and was in part occupied still, by a retired
farmer and his wife, who, on the surgeon's arrival in
quest of a home, had accommodated him by receding
from their front rooms into the kitchen quarter, whence
they administered to his wants, and emerged at regular
intervals to receive from him a not unwelcome addition
to their income.

The cottage and its garden were so regular in their
plan that they might have been laid out by a Dutch
designer of the time of William and Mary. In a low.
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dense hedge was a door, over which the hedge fovtned
an arch, and from the inside of the door a straight path,
bordered with clipped box, ran up the slope of the
garden to the porch, which was exactly in the mtddle of
the house-front, with two windows on each side. Right
and left of the path were first a bed of gooseberry,
bushes; next of currant; next of raspberry; next of
strawberry; next of old-fashioned flowers; at the
corners opposite the porch being spheres of box re-
sembling a pair of school globes. Over the roof of the
house could be seen the orchard on yet higher ground,
and behind the orchard the forest-trees, reaching up to
the crest of the hill.

Opposite the garden door and visible from the
parlour window was a swing-gate leading into a field,

across which there ran a footpath. The swing-gate had
just been repainted, and on one fine afternoon, before
the paint was dry, and while gnats stuck dying thereon,
the surgeon was standing in his room abstractedly look-
ing out at the different pedestrians who passed along
that route. Being of a philosophical stamp he per-
ceived that the character of each of these travellers ex-
hibited itself in a somewhat amusing manner by his or
her method of handling the gate.

As regarded the men there was not much variety:
they gave the gate a kick and passed through. The
women were more contrasting. To them the sticky
woodwork was a barricade, a disgust, a menace, a
treachery, as the case might be.

The first that he noticed was a bouncing young
woman with her skirts tucked up and her hair wild.
Fitzpiers knew her as Suke Damson. She grasped the
gate without looking, giving it a supplementary push
with her shoulder, when the white imprint drew from
her an exclamation in language not too refined. She
went to the green bank, sat down and rubbed herself in
the grass, cursing the while.
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' Ha
!
ha

! ha !

' laughed the doctor.
The next was a girl with her hair cropped short,n whom the surgeon recognized the daughter of his

late pafaent, the woodman South. Moreover, a black

EhX- ^'^^w'! *? T*y
°^ """""'"g unpleasantlyremmded him that he had ordered a tree-feUing whichh^ caused her parent's death. She walked in thought,

to .«?n
'^^^'^^'' '?".' ^'' P'e-occupation led heto grasp without suspicion the bar of the eate andouch It with her arm. Fitzpiers felt soi^^ ^heshould have soiled that new black frock, poor as k

TJr\'' r" T^^^^ ^^' °"^y °"«- She looked

Maped off the disfigurement with an unmoved faceand as If without abandoning her original thouEThus she went on her way.
^nougnis.

Then there came over the green quite a differentson of pereoiwge. She walked as ddicately as if she

been bred m the country; she seemed one whodimly knew her appearance to be attracrive. but whoretoined some of the chann of ignorance by for Q& " ' '''''''' Pensiveness. She approach^^ J
To let such a creature touch it even with the tip

n2L^l°'' "^^
f° ^^^P^^^ ^"»°«t «ke letting hSproceed to tragical self-destruction. He jumoS anand looked for his hat but was unable to fi^ thenght one; glanang again out of the window he sawthat his assistance was unnecessary. Having comeup she looked at the gate, picked up a Tttle stTk

^^ttrtUingfta^^^"^^
'-'^ °^" ^'^ o^^

before and been unable to identify. WhoTcouMthat emotional face be? All the oThers he had^n
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in Hinvock as yet oppressed him with their crude
rusticity; the contrast offered by this suggested that
she hailed from elsewhere.

Precisely these thoughts had occurred to him at
the first time of seeing her ; but he now went a little
further with them, and considered that as there had
been no carriage lately in that spot she could not
have come a very long distance. She must be some-
body staying at Hintock House — probably Mrs.
Charmond, of whom he had heard so much; and
this probability was sufficient to set a mild radiance
in the surgeon's somewhat dull sky.

Fitzpiers sat down to the book he had been per-
using. It happened to be that of a German meta-
physician, for the doctor was not a practical man,
except by fits, and much preferred the ideal world
to the real, and the discovery of principleji to their
application. The young lady remained in 1 .houghts.
He might have followed her; but he was not con-
stitutionally active, and preferred a conjectural pursuit.
However, when he went out for a ramble just before
dusk he insensibly took the direction of Hintock
House, which was the way Grace had been walking,
her mind having run on Mrs. Charmond that day;
though she had returned long since by another
route.

Fitzpiers reached the edge of the glen overlooking
the manor-house. The shutters were shut, and only
on^ chimney smoked. The mere aspect of the place
was enough to inform him that Mrs. Charmond had
gone away, and that nobody else was staying there.
Fitzpiers felt a vague disappointment that the young
lady was not Mrs. Charmond; and without pausing
longer to gaze at a carcase from which the spirit had
flown, he bent his steps homeward.

Later in the evening Fitzpiers was summoned to
visit a cottage-patient about two miles distant. Like
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the majority of young nractitioners in his vicinity he
was far from having ...s, -.,ed the dignity of heine
dnven h,.s rounds by a - -unt in a brougham that
flashed the aunUght l.ko a . irror; his way of getting
about was by means c. a g g vhich he drove himself

K i"^u *?* ""''" "' ^'" ''^ t° the gate-post,
shutter-hook, or garu.'/i.,>arni. of the domicile under
visitation, or giving pmnus o little boys to hold the
animal during his .uy— jK^nj^s « ,- h were weU
earned when the ots. s to toe au^i.ued were of a
certain cheerful kind i:^zi ^vorc cut the patience of
the little boys.

On this account of travdlmg alone the nicht-
journeys which Fitzpiers liad fnquonUy to take were
dismal enough, an apparent perversity in nature ruline
that whenever there was to be a birth in a particularly
inaccessible and lonely place that event should occurm the night. The surgeon, having been of late years
a town man, hated the solitary midnight woodland
He was not altogether skilful with the reins, and it
often occurred to his mind that if in some remote
depths of the trees an accident were to happen his
being alone might be the death of him. Hence he
made a practice of picking up any countryman or
lad whom he chanced to pass by, and under the dis-
guise of treating him to a nice drive obtained his
companionship on the journey, and his convenient
assistance in opening gates.

The doctor had started on his way out of the
village on the night in question when the light of
his lamps fell upon the musing form of Winterborne
walking leisurely along, as if he had no object in life'
Winterborne was a better class of companion than
the doctor usually could get, and he at onre pulled
up and asked him if he would like a drive through
the wood that fine night.

Giles seemed rather surprised at the doctor friend-
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Imess, but said that ht had no objection, and accord-
ingly mounted beside Mr. Fitzpiers.

They drove along under the black boughs which
formed a network upon the stars. Looking up as
they parsed under a horizontal limb they sometimes
saw objects hke large tadpoles lodged diametrically
across .t. wh.ch Giles explained to te phea«nts at
roost, and they sometimes heard the report of a
gun, which reminded him that others knew what
those tadpole shapes represented as well as he

Presently the doctor said what he had been going
to say for some time

:

*

'Is there a young lady staying in this neighl..ur-hood-a very attractive gul-with a littie white fjoa
round her neck, and white fur round her gloves ?'

Wmterbome of course, k lew in a moment that
Grace, whom he had caught the doctor peering atwas represented by these accc^isories. With a wan!gnmness induced by the circumstances, he evaded an
answer by saying, 'I saw a young lady talking toMrs Charmond the other day; perhaps it was she

'

' It might have k n,' said Fitzpiers. « She is
quite a gentlewoman-the one I mean. She cannot
be a permanent resident in Hintock, or I should have
seen her .efore. Nor does she look like one.'

' She -j not staying at Hintock House?
No; it is closed.'

;

Then perhaps she is staying at one of the cottages
or farmhouses ? '

"iv*Kc.s,

• O no—you mistake. She was a different sort ofwoman altogether.' As Giles w.^ nobody Fitzpiers
treated him accordingly, and rhapsodized to the nightm continuation :

°

She moved upon this earth a shape of brighUiess,
A power, that from its objects scarcely drew
One impulse of her being- m her lightness
Most Uke Kome radiant cloud f morning dew
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Which wanders through the waste air's pathless blue,
To nourish some far desert : she did seem
Beside me, gathering beauty as she grew,
Like the bright shade of some immortal dream

Which walks, when tempests sleep, the wave of life's dark stream.

The charm of the lines seemed to Winterborne
to be somehow the result of his lost love's charms
upon Fitzpiers.

'You seem to be mightily in love with her, sir,'
he said, with a sensation of heart-sickness, and more
than ever resolved not to mention Grace by name.

•O no— I am not that, Winterborne; people
hvmg insulated, as I do by the soUtude of this place
get charged with emotive fluid like a Leyden jar with
electric, for want of some conductor at hand to dis-
perse it. Human love is a subjective thing— the
essence itself of man, as that great thinker Spinoza
aa.yi-.ipsa hominis essentia—it is joy accompanied by
an idea which we project against any suitable object
in the line of our vision, just as the rainbow iris is
projected against an oak, ash, or elm tree indifferently
So that if any other young lady had appeared instead
of the one who did appear, I should have felt just the
same interest in her, and have quoted precisely the
same lines from Shelley about her, as about this one
I saw. Such miserable creatures of circumstance are
we all!'

'Well, it is what we call being in love down in
these parts, whether or no,' said Winterborne.

'You are right enough if you admit that I am in
love with something in my own head, and no thine-
in-itself outside it at all.'

'Is it part of a country doctor's duties to leam
that view of things, may I ask, sir?' said Winter-
borne, adopting the Socratic elfmvtla ^vith such well-
assumed simplicity that Fitzpiers answered readily—

'O no. The real truth is, Winterborne, that
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medical practice in places like this is a very rule of
thumb matter: a bottle of bitter stuff for this and
that old woman—the bitterer the letter—compounded
from a few simple stereotyped prescriptions; occa-
sional attendance at births, where mere presence is
almost sufficient, so healthy and strong are the people;
and a lance for an abscess now and then. Investi'
gation and experiment cannot be carried on without
more appliances than one has here—though I have
attempted a little.'

Giles did not enter into this view of the case ; what
he had been struck with was the curious parallelism
between Mr. Fitzpiers's manner and Grace's, as shown
by the fact of both of them straying into a subject
of discourse so engrossing to themselves that it made
them forget it was foreign to him

Nothing further passed between himself and the
doctor m relation to Grace tiU they were on their way
back. They had stopped at a wayside inn for a glass
of brandy-and-cider hot, and when they were againm motion Fitzpiers, possibly a little warmed by the
liquor, resumed the subject by saying, « I should like
very much to know who that young lady was.'

' What difference can it make, if she's only the tree
your rainbow falls on ?

'

• Ha, ha ! True.'
' You have no wife, sir ?

'

*I have no wife; and no idea of one. I hope to
do better things than marry and settle in Hintock
Not but that it is well for a medical man to be
married; and sometimes, begad, 'twould be pleasant
enough m this place, with the wind roaring round
the house, and the rain and the boughs beating against
It. I hear tnat you lost your lifeholds by the death
of South ?

'

•I did. I lost by that in more ways than one.'
They had reached the top of Hintock Lane or
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n?t?'
'^

!! T^^ ^ "*"^ '"^^ ''^^^^e three-quarters

of he rff ''"'^'*^ "^ ^°P^ ^<^ orchard. One

Wh^ '^;"'?«
Z'^'" ^ *^°°'" windo7 facingtengthwise of the lane. Winterborne glanced a^fand saw what was coming. He had witlAeW ^

fiL P K K "u J'^^
^^*^ «^*^^«d *e wind in hisfists? who hath bound the waters in a garment?'-!he coud not hinder what was doomed to^Ve andmight just as well have been outspoken, r* treycame up to the house Grace's figiSe was dl^tincrtv

visible, drawing the two white curtSns together wWchwere used here instead of bUnds
^

' Why there she i.
!

' said Fitzpiers.
« How in thename of Heaven does she come there ?

'

Winterborne laughed coldly. -Won't monev rf„

S'Tin'; ^ '"u
^-> p«>-4 ™S twork upon? Why shouldn't a Hintock girl takenearly from home, and put under proper insLtionbecome as finished as any other younriady,tf she'sgot brams and good looks to begin with?'

'No reason at all why she shouldn't,' murmuredthe surgeon with reflective disappointmen . .OnHdidn't anticipate quite that kind of origin for her

'

And you think an inch or two less of her now

'

There^was a little tremor in Winterborne's voi<^°"as

' WeU,' said the doctor with recovered warmth «

I

am not so sure that I think less of her. 1 fim itwas a sort of blow; but, dammy, I'll stick up for he

*

She s charming, every inch of her 1

'

' So she is,' said Winterborne. .... But not for me I

'
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From this ambiguous expression of the reticent
woodlander, Dr. Fitzpiers inferred that Giles disliked
Miss Melbury, possibly for some haughtiness in her
bearing towards him, and had, on that account, with-
held her name. The supposition did not tend to
diminish his admiration for her.

;|:ji

r 1

1

'49



THE WOODLANDERS

XVII

Grace's exhibition of herself, in the act of puUine-
to the window curtains, had been the result of an
unfortunate incident in the house that day—nothing
less than the Ulness of Grammer Oliver, a womanwho had never till now, lain down for such a reason

f u ^u u
^^ °*^^'''' *^ ^^^"^ a" unbroken career

of health has made the idea of keeping their bed
almost as repugnant as death itself, she had con-
tinued on foot tm she literaUy fell on the floor; and
though she had, as yet, been scarcely a day off duty,
she had sickened into quite a different personage
from the independent Grammer of the yard and s^r-
house. Ill as she was, on one point she was firm

wnrHrTrv*'"""*
^''''^^ '^^ '^^ ^ ^"^^^^

'
i" Other

words, Fitzpiers.

The room in which Grace had been discerned was
not her own but the old woman's. On the girl'sway to bed she had received a message from Grammer,
to the effect that she would much like to speak to
her that night.

Grace entered, and set the candle on a low chair
t>BSide the bed, so that the profile of Grammer, as
she lay cast itself in a coal-black shadow upon the
whitened wall, her large head being still further
magnified by an enormous turban, which was really
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her petticoat wound in a wreath round her temples.
Grace put the room a little in order, and approaching
the sick woman said

—

'I am come, Grammar, as you wish. Do let us
send for the doctor before it gets later.'

"Ch will not have him!' said Grammer Oliver
decisively.

* Then somebody to sit up with you ?

'

' Can't abear it ! No. I wanted to see you, Miss
Grace, because 'ch have something on my mind.
Dear Miss Grace, I took that money of the doctor, afier
ail/'

''

' What money ?

'

* The ten pounds.'

Grace did not quite understand.

'The ten pounds he offered me for my head,
because I've a large oi^an of brain. I signed a paper
when I took the money, not feeling concerned about
it at all. I have not liked to tell ye that it was
really settled with him, because you showed such
horror at the notion. Well, having thought it over
more at length, I wish I hadn't done it ; and it weighs
upon my mind. John South's death of fear about
the tree makes me think I shall die of this. . . . 'Ch
have been going to ask him again to let me off, but
I hadn't the face.'

'Why?'
' I've spent some of the money—more'n two pounds

o't! It do wherrit me terribly; and I shall die o'
the thought of that paper I signed with my holy
cross, as South died of his trouble !

'

'If you ask him to burn the paper he will, I'm
sure, and think no more of it.'

"Ch have done it once already, miss. But he
laughed cruel-like. "Yours is such a fine brain,

Grammer," er said, "that science couldn't afford to
lose you. Besides, you've taken my money." . . .
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Don't let your father know of this, please, on no
account whatever!' >

f
,

to hi^°'
"°'

^
^" ^^* ^°" '^^^ *^® '"^"^y *° '^*"™

Grammer rolled the head in question negatively
upon the pUlow. 'Even if I should be well enough
to take It to him he won't like it. Though why he
should so particular want to look into the works ofa poor old woman's headpiece like mine, when there's
so many other folks about, I don't know. I knowhow he 11 answer me : "A lonely person like you.Grammer,' er woU say; ««what difference is it to you
what becomes of ye when the breath's out of yourbody?" Oh, It do trouble me! If you only knewhow he do chevy me round the chimmer in my

th'ST' Tl >
?'*^ '"^- "^'^ ^ ^«"^d ^° i^ I can't

tnink! But ch was always so rackless! ... If Ionly had anybody to plead for me!'
' Mrs. Melbury would, I am sure.'
'Ay; but he wouldn't hearken to she! It wants

a younger face than hers to work upon such as he'
Grace started with comprehension. 'You don't

think he would do it for me?' she said
' O, wouldn't he !

'

I nln'.T^'^^u.^^
*'',^''"' Grammer, on any account.

1 don't know him at all.'

rrl^' '^' r^ ^ y°""S ^^'^y'' said the artful

SplZif'' J"^ '^^'J^
"^^^ ^ P^^ °ld woman's

skelhngton from a heathen's chopper, to rest in a

n tS*^" •?^?' ' "^^"^^ ^« "' ^"^ be glad to. Butnobody will do anything for a poor old woman butpush her out of the way !

'

Butl'ir "^,r7 ""g^teful, Grammer, to say that.But you are ill, I know, and that's why you speak soNow believe me you are not going to die yk^ Re-*member you told me yourself that you meant to keephim waiting many a year.'
^
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'Ay, one can joke when one is well, even in old
age

J but in sickness one's gaiety falters; and that
which seemed small looks large; and the fer-oflF

seems near.'

Grace's eyes had tears in them. *I don't like to
go to him on such an errand, Grammer,' she said
brokenly. «But I will, if I must, to ease your
mind !

'

^

It was with extreme reluctance that Grace cloaked
herself next morning for the undertaking. She was
all the more indisposed to the journey by reason o(
Crammer's allusion to the effect of a pretty face
upon Dr. Fitzpiers; and hence she most illogically
did that which, had the doctor never seen her,
would have operated to stultify the sole motive of
her journey; that is to say, she put on a woollen
veil which hid all her face except an occasional spark
of her ^es.

Her own wish that nothing should be known of
this strange and gruesome proceeding, no less than
Grammer Oliver's own desire, led Grace to take every
precaution against being discovered. She went out
by the garden-door as the safest way, all the house-
hold having occupations at the other side. The
morning looked forbidding enough when she stealthily
edged forth. The battle between frost and thaw was
continuing in mid-air : the trees dripped on the garden
plots, where no v^etables would grow for the dripping,
though they were planted year after year with that
curious mechanical regularity of country people in
the face of hopelessness; the moss which covered
the once broad gravel terrace was swamped; and
Grace stood irresolute. Then she thought of poor
Grammer, and her dreams of the doctor running after
her, scalpel in hand, and the possibility of a case so
curiously similar to South's ending in the same way;
thereupon she stepped out into the drizzle.
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The nature of her errand, and Giammer Oliver's
account of the compact she had made, lent a fasci-
nating horror to Grace's conception of Fitzpiers. She
knew that he was a young man ; but her single object
m seeking an interview with him put all considerations
of his age and social aspect from her mind. Stand-
ing, as she stood, in Crammer Oliver's shoes, he was
simply a remorseless Jehovah of the sciences, who
would not have mercy, and would have sacrifice; a
man whom, save for this, she would have preferred
to avoid knowing. But since, in such a smaU village,
It was improbable that any long time could pass without
their meeting, there was not much to deplore in her
having to meet him now.

But, as need hardly be said, Miss Melbury's view
of the doctor as a merciless, unwavering, irresistible
saentist, was not quite in accordance with fact. The
real Dr. Fitzpiers was a man of too many hobbies to
show likelihood of rising to any great eminence in
the profession he had chosen, or even to acquire any
wide practice in the rural district he had marked out
as his field of survey for the present. In the course
of a year his mind was accustomed to pass in a grand
solar sweep throughout the zodiac of the intellectual
heaven. Sometimes it was in the Ram, sometimesm the Bull; one month he would be immersed in
alchemy, another in poesy; one month in the Twins
of astrology and astronomy; then in the Crab of
German literature and metaphysics. Ip justice to
him it must be stated that he took such studies as
were immediately related to his own profession in
turn with the rest, and it had been in a month of
anatomical ardour without the possibility of a subject
that he had proposed :o Grammer Oliver the terms
she had mentioned to her mistress.

As may be inferred from the tone of his conversa-
tion with Winterbome he had lately plunged into
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abstract philosophy with much zest; perhaps his

keenly appreciative, modem, unpractical mind found
this a realm more in his taste than any other. Though
his aims were desultory, Fitzpiers's mental constitution
was not without its creditable side; a real inquirer
he honestly was at times; even if the midnight rays
of his lamp, visible so far through the trees of Hin-
tock, lighted rank literatures of emotion and passion
as often as, or oftener than, the books and matMel
of science.

But whether he meditated the Muses or the philo-

sophers, the loneliness of Hintock life was beginning
to tell upon his impressionable nature. Winter in

a solitary house in the country, without society, is

tolerable, nay, even enjoyable and delightful, given
certain conditions; but these are not the conditions
which attach to the life of a professional man who
drops down into such a place by mere accident. They
were present to the lives of Winterbome, Mdbury,
and Grace; but not to the doctor's. They are old
association — an almost exhaustive biographical or
historical acquaintance with every object, animate and
inanimate, within the observer's horizon. He must
know all about those invisible ones of the days gone
by, whose feet have traversed the fields which look
so grey from his windows; recall whose creaking
plough has turned those sods from time to time;
whose hands planted the trees that form a crest to
the opposite hill; whose horses and hounds have
torn through that underwood; what birds affect that

. irticular brake; what bygone domestic dramas of
^e, jealousy, revenge, or disappointment have been

e .acted in the cottages, the mansions, the street or
on the green. The spot may have beauty-, grandeur,
salubrity, convenience; but if it lack memories it

will ultimately pall upon him who settles there without
opportunity of mtercourse with his kind.
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In such circumstances, maybe, an old man dreams
of an Ideal fnend, till he throws himself into the arms
Of any impostor who chooses to wear that title on his

1*L«. k''?""* "^^ "^y *^"* °^ «" i<l«»l «end
Ufcewise, but some humour of the blood will probably

EIkIT *° tWn>^ rather of an ideal mistress, and at
length the rustle of a woman's dress, the sound of her^ux, or the transit of her form across the field of his
vision, will enkindle his soul with a flame that blinds
his eyes,

"»»«»

The discovery of the attractive Grace's name and'&mriy would have been enough in other circumstanccB

S ^u f '**'?'' "^ "°* *° P"^ ^er personaUty outOf ha head, to change the character of his interest in
lier. Instead of treasuring her image as a rarity hewould at most have played with her as a toy. Hewas that kind of man. But situated here he coukJ

32 ^"J'i ^ ". ^"^^^^ ^^"'^^^y- He dismissed aU
deferential thought about her, but he could not hdp
taJung her somewhat seriously.

•«^S '^f.? f" *° imagine the impossible. So far.
indeed, did he go in this futile direction that as
others are wont to do, he constructed dialogues and
scenes m which Grace had turned out to be the
mistress of Hintock manor-house, the mysterious Mrs.Charmond, particularly ready and willing to be wooedby himself and nobody else.

^^
•WeU, she isn't that,' he said finally. «But she's

a very sweet, nice, exceptional giri.'

The next morning he breakfasted alone, as usual
It was snowing with a fine-flaked desultoriness just
sufficient to make the woodland grey, without ever
achieving whiteness. There was not a single letter
for Pitzpiers, only a medical circular and a weekly
newspaper. •'

To sit liefore a large fire on such mornings, and
read, and gradually acquire energy till the evening
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came, and then, with lamp alight and feeling full of
vigour, to pursue some engrossing subject or other
till the small hours, had hitherto been his practice
smce arriving here. But tOKlay he could not settle
mto his chair. That selfHX)ntained position he had
lately occupied, in which his whole attention was
given to objects of the inner eye, all outer regard
bemg quite disdainful, seemed to have been taken by
insidious stratagem, and for the first time he had an
mterest without the house. He walked from one
window to another, and became aware that the most
irksome of solitudes is not the solitude of remoteness,
but that which is just outside desirable company.

The breakfast hour went by heavily enough, and
the next followed in the same, half-snowy, half-rainy
style, the weather now being the inevitable relapse
which sooner or later succeeds a time too radiant
for the season, such as they had enjoyed in the late
mid-winter at Hintock. To people at home there
these changeful tricks had their interests; the strange
mistakes that some of the more sanguine trees had
made in budding before their month, to be inconti-
nently glued up by frozen thawings now; the similar
sanguine errors of impulsive birds in framing nests
that were swamped by snow-water, and other such
incidents, prevented any sense of wearisomeness in the
minds of the natives. But these were features of a
world not familiar to Fitzpiers, and the inner visions
to which he had almost exclusively attended having
suddenly failed in their power to absorb him, he felt
unutterably dreary.

He wondered how long Miss Melbury was going
to stay in Hintcck. The season was unpropitious
for accidental encounters with her out of doors, and
except by accident he saw not how they were to
become acquainted. One thing was clear—any ac-
quaintance with her could only, with a due regard
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to hw future, lie casual, at most of the nature of
a mild flirtation; for he had high aims, and they
would some day lead him into other spheres than
this.

'^

Thus desultorily thinking he flung himself down
upon the couch, which, as in many draughty old
country houses, was constructed with a hood, being
infect a legitimate development from the settle. He
tned to read as he reclined, but having sat up till
three o clock that morning the book sUpped from his
hand and he fell asleep.
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XVIII

Grace approached the house. Her knock, always
soft in virtue of her nature, was softer to-day by
reason of her strange errand. However, it was heard
by the fanner's wife who kept the house, and Grace
was admitted. Opening the door of the doctor's
room the housewife glanced in, and imagining Fitzpiers
absait, asked Miss Me. bury to enter and wait a few
minutes whilst she should go and find him, believ-

ing him to be somewhere on the premises. Grace
acquiesced, went in and sat down close to the door.

As soon as the door was shut upon her she looked
round the room, and started at perceiving a handsome
man snugly ensconced on the couch, like a recumbent
figure within some canopied mural tomb of the fifteenth
century, except that his hands were not exactly clasped
in prayer. She had no doubt that this was the
surgeon.

Awaken him herself she could not, and her im-
mediate impulse was to go and pull the broad riband
with a brass rosette which hung at one side of the
fireplace. But expecting tr,^ landlady to re-enter in a
moment she abandoned this intention, and stood gazing
in great embarrassment at the reclining philosopher.

The windows of Fitzpiers's soul being at present
shuttered he probably appeared less impressive than
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in his hours of animation ; but the light abstracted
from his material features by sleep was more than
counterbalanced by the mysterious influence of that
state, in a stranger, upon the consciousness of a
beho der so sensitive. So far as she could criticize
at all, she became aware that she had encountered a
specimen of creation altogether unusual in that locality
The occasions on which Grace had observed men of
this stamp were when she had been far away from
Hintock, and even then such examples as had met
her eye were at a distance, and mainly of commoner
fibre than thr one who now confronted her.

She nervously wondered why the woman had not
discovered her mistake and returned, and went again
towards the bell-pull. Approaching the chimney her
back was to Fitzpiers, but she could see him in the
glass. An indescribable thriU passed through her as
she perceived that the eyes of the reflected image
were open, gazing wonderingly at her. Under the
curious unexpectedness of the sight she became as if
spell-bound, almost poweriess to turn her head and
regard the original. However, by an effort she did
turn, when there he lay asleep the same as Ixifore.

Her startled perplexity as to what he could be
meaning was sufficient to lead her to precipitately
abandon her errand. She crossed quickly to the door,
opened and closed it noiselessly, and went out of the
house unobserved. By the time that she had gone
down the path and through the garden-door into the
Une she had recovered her equanimity. Here, screened
by the hedge, she stood and considered a while.

Drip, drip, drip, fell the rain upon her umbrella
and around; she had come out on such a morning
because of the seriousness of the matter in hand

; yet
now she had allowed her mission to be stultified by a
momentary tremulousness concerning an incident which
perhaps had meant nothing after all.
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«tJH ^^"^

"'T*!.'"^
^^' ^^eparture from the room,

stealthy as it had been, had roused Fhzpiers ; and

r«.^ u^A il t""
"-'^^*'°" ^^^"^ ^^^ "»^ror which

Grace had beheld there was ao mystery; he had

?Sr , T' ^°' ^ '"^^ '"°"'^"^^' b"t had immedi.
ately relapsed mto unconsciousness, if indeed he had
ever been positively awake. That somebody had just
left the room he was certain, and that the lovely form

Str?K *^''^"" ^'^"^ ^'"^ •" ^ d^-" ^^ no
less than the real presentation of the person departed
he could hardly doubt.

^

Looking out of the window a few minutes laterdown the box-edged gravel-path which led to thebottom he saw the garden -door gently open, and
through ,t enter the young girl of his thoughts. Grace
having just at this juncture determined to return and
attempt the interview a second time. That he saw
her coming instead of going made him ask himself
if his first impression of her were not a dream in-

S* n ,

"^"^ hesitatingly along, carrying her
umbrella so low over her head that he could hardly

Z t'- u ^'" '^' '^''^^ *he point wherehe raspberry-bushes ended and the strawberry-bed
began she made a little pause.

Fitzpiers feared that she might not be coming tohim even now, and hastily quitring the room he randown the path to meet her. The nature of her errand
he coi'M not divme, but he was prepared to give herany amount of encouragemertt.

' \^S pardon. Miss Melbury,' he said. ' I saw you
from the window, and fancied you might imagine that Iwas not at home-if it is I you were coming for ?

'

'I was coming to speak one word to you, nothing
more,' she replied. ' And I can say it here

'

' No no. Please do come in. Well then, if you

^rch""
''°'"^ '"*° *^^ ''°"'^' "^^""^ "^ ^^' ^ *he
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Thus pressed she went on to the porch, and they
stood together inside it, Fitzpiers closing her umbrella
for her.

'I have merely a request or petition to make,'
she said. 'My father's servant is ill—^a woman you
know—and her illness is serious.'

' I am sorry to hear it. I will come and see her
at once.'

' But I particularly wish you not to come.'
' O indeed.'

' Yes ; and she wishes the same. It would make
her seriously worse if you were to come. It would
almost kill her. ... My errand is of a peculiar and
awkward nature. It is concerning a subject which
weighs on her mind—that unfortunate arrangement
she made with you, that you might have her body

—

after death.'

• O, Grammer Oliver, the old woman with the fine

head. Seriously ill, is she ?

'

•And so disturbed by her rash compact! I have
brought the money back—will you please return to
her the agreement she signed?' Grace held out to
him a couple of five-pound notes which she had kept
ready tucked in her glove.

Without replying or considering the notes Fitzpiers
allowed his thoughts to follow his eyes and dwell
upon Grace's personality, and the sudden close re-

lation in which he stood to her. The porch was
narrow; the rain increased. It ran off the porch
and dripped on the creepers, and from the creepers
upon the edge of Grace's cloak and skirts.

•The rain is '.vetting your dress; please do come
in,' he said. ' It really makes my heart ache to let

you stay here.'

Immediately inside the front door was the door
of his sitting-room

; he flung it open, and stood in a
coaxing attitude. Try how she would Grace could
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not resist the supplicatory mandate written in the
face and mariner of this man, and distressful res-igna-
tion sat on her as she glided past him into the room—brushing his coat v.ith her elbow because of the
narrowness.

He followed her, shut the door—which she some-
how had hoped he would leave open- and placing a
chair for her sat down.

The concern which Grace fell at the development
of these commonplace incidents was, of course, mainly
owing to the strange effect upon her nerves of that
view of him in the mirror gajting at her with open
eyes when she liad thought him sleeping, which made
her fancy that his slumber might have been a feint
based on inexplicable reasons.

She again proffered the notes ; he awoke from
lookmg at her as at a piece of live statuary, and
listened deferentially as she said, ' Will you then re-
consider, and cancel the l)ond which poor Grammer
Oliver so foolishly gave ?

'

' I'll cancel it without reconsideration, Though
you will allow me to have my own opinion alwut
her foolishness. (irammer is a very wise woman,
and she was as wise in that as in other things. You
think there was something very fiendish in the com-
pact, do you not. Miss Melbury ? Hut remember
that the most eminent of our surgeons in past times
have entered intu such ngreements.'

'Not fiendish- strange.'

• Yes, that may lie, since strangeness is not in the
nature of a thing, hut in its relation to something
extnnsic— in this case an unes.sential olwerver.'

He went to his desk, and searching a while found
a paper, which he unfolded and brought to her. A
thick cross appeared in ink at the bottom—evidently
from the hand of Grammer. Grace put the paper in
her pocket with a look of much relief.
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As Fitzpiers did not take up the money (half of
which had come from (Jrace's own purse), she pushed
it a little nearer to him. 'No, no. I shall not take
it from the old woman,' he said. • It is more strange
than the fact of a surgeon arranging to obtain a
subject for dissection that our acquaintance should
be formed out of it.'

' I am afraid you think me uncivil in showing
my dislike to the notion. But I did not mean
to be.'

' O no, no.'

He looked at her, as he had done before, with
puzzled interest. 'I cannot think, I cannot think,'

he murmured. ' Something bewilders me greatly.' He
still reflected and hesitated. ' Last night I sat up
very late,' he at last went on, ' and on that account I

fell into a little nap on that couch about half-an-hour
ago. And during my few minutes of unconsciousness
I dreamt—what do you think?—that you stood in

the room.'

Should she tell ? She merely blushed.

'You may imagine,' Fitzpiers continued, now per-
suaded that it had indeed l)een a dream, 'that I

should not have dreamt of you without considerable
thinking about you first.'

He could not be acting ; of that she felt assured.
' I fancied in my vision that you stood there,' he

said, pointing to where she had paused. 'I did not
see you directly, but reflected in the glass. I thought,
what a lovely creature ! The design is for once carried
out. Nature has at last rerovertd her lost union
with the Idea! My thoughts ran in that direction
because I had been reading the work of a transcen-
dental philosopher last night; and I dare say it was
the dose of Idealism that I received from it that

made me scarcely able to distinguish between reality

and fancy. I almost wept when I awoke, and found
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that you had appeared to me in 'Jtme, but not in
Space, alas

!

'

At moments there was something theatrical in the
delivery of Fitzpiers's effusion

; yet it would have been
inexact to say that it was intrinsically theatrical. It

oftens happens that in situations of unrestraint, whtare
there is no tliought of the eye of criticism, real feeling
glides into a mode of manifestation not easily distin

guishable from rodomontade. A veneer of affectation

overlies a bulk of truth, with the evil consequence,
if perceived, that the substance is estimated by the
superficies, and the whole rejected.

Grace, however, was no specialist in men's man-
ners, and she admired the sentiment without think-
ing of the form. And she was embarrassed; 'lovely
creature' made explanation awkward to her gentle
modesty.

' But can it be,' said he suddenly, ' that you really

were here ?

'

'I have to confess that I have lieen in the room
once before,' faltered she. 'The woman showed me
in, and went away to fetch you; but as she did not
return, I left.'

'And you saw me asleep,' he murmured, with the
faintest show of humiliation.

'Yes—^you were asleep, and did not deceive me,'
'Why do you say if?'

'I saw your eyes open in the glass, but as they
were closed when I looked round upon you, I thought
you were perhaps deceiving me.'

' Never,' said Fitzpiers fervently. ' Never could I

deceive you."

Foreknowledge to the distance of a year or so, in
either of them, might have spoilt the effect of that
pretty speech. Ntncr dtceive her! Uut they knew
nothing, and the phrase had its day.

Grace began now to Ix,- anxious to terminate the
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phere stiU held her there. She was like an inexDeri-

on the boards, and spoken her speechl^, dZ Z
^cJ^ed^ToV^t ^' ^'°"«^°^ ^----
SSZlS ^" 8° ^* °"^e and tell poor

STTo^ce •

^°" ^^"^'•^^i^y'' «he said.
• It will reLe

' Crammer's is a nervous disease, too—how sininiUr

'

he answered, accompanying her to the door ^One

irr;our' "
^^^^-^^ ^^ --^^^^-^ -^^^ -y

He had thrown open the door on the other side ofthe passage, and she saw a microscope on the taWeof the confrontmg room. « Look into k, ple«e • you^be mterested,' he repeated. ' ^

n.t!«^ S^'if
^^' ^y^' ^"^ '^^ 'he usual circle of light

^Zuf '" """"^ "^'*^ " ^^""^^ '''^'^^ o( some inde

R^^elr"'
'^hat do you think that is?' sid

She did not know.

I .'Jt^S\- ^If^*"'"'
''^''^^ J°hn South's brain, which

1 am mvestigatmg.'

;?^Cr '° """ " ^'"""' ""'' 80. there. 'Fi...

'Here ani I,' ue said, 'endeavouring to carry on

dental philosophy, the material worid and the ideal

?hem '°anr""i'
^""'"^^ ^ P°'"^ °^ contact Lwe'ithem and your finer sense is quite offended '

'

nJ ?' ,^'"- /i^^P^ers,' said Grace earnestly; 'it isnot so at all. I know from seeing your light at n^ghhow deeply you meditate and woJk. Insttad of condemmng you for your stud.es . adnure you v"y

Her face, upturned from the microscope, was so
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sweet, sincere, and self-forgetful in its aspect that the

susceptible Fitzpiers more than wished to annihilate the

lineal yard which separated it from his own. Whether
anything of the kind showed in his eyes or not, Grace
remained no longer at the microscope, but quickly
went her way into the rain.
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XIX

br^SerfJS^^^ '"^^^lif^*-"
o^ Youth's

Grace's cuK su cepUb^vTr'^ °" ^'^ '"**'™"-

was as if the currrmf o her Hf
' P'^'^V^°"8^ "

than attracted Zh^-lnnT,^ ''^'''- ^'^^"^^'^'^ rather

general c^rm ^
'^""^^^*^^ ^ ^P*^*^'^' interest to her

because kTs hf. T 1 ""'^""^ed possibilities,

factors of hirifeL" ^r^^'^^standing that the

thousand
) he saw^ /"^ ""* " ^^"^ P^^^"^-^ f°r

at Hintock of .nM^ k"^

'^'''"'''y ^" ^'^ ^'^^overy

other sl^
'" ''^^S^^*^^^ ^^^^'Pti°n^l '^ing of the

n.oS":dvatld^g?t;%nTr"^T
^H-

'^^^'"-^ «^

that of talking to Wmsel? UeT ^

^''
Tl''^

^^^

with a selective t^ead upon the n '
' '"""^ '^^ '"^"^

of the carnt^f nnT ' ,
""""*' P'""m'nt-nt bloomscarpet, and murmured

:
' This phenomenal girl
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will be the light of my lifc while I am at Hintcxk
and the special beauty of the situation is that our
attitude and relations to each other wiU be purely
casual Socially we can never be intimate. Any-
thing like matnmonial intentions towards her, charm-
ing as she is, would l)e absurd. They would spoil
the recreative character of such acquaintance. And
mdeed, I have other aims on the practical .side ofmy life.'

Fitzpiers bestowed a regulation thought on the
advantageous marriage he was bound to make with a
woman of family :s good as his own, and of purse
much longer. But as an object of conteniplation for
the present, Grace Melbury would serve to keep his
soul ahve, and to relieve the monotony of his days.

His first bx notion (acquired from the mere sight
of her without converse)_that of a vulgar intimacy
with a timber-merchant's pretty daughter, grated pain-
fully upon him now that he had found what Grace
intrinsically was. Personal intercourse with such as
her could take no lower form than seemly com-
munion, mutual explorations of the world of fancy
Since he could not call at her father's, having no
practical views, cursory encounters in the lane in
the wood, coming and going to and from church, or
>n passing her dwelling, were what the acquaintance
would have to feed on.

Such anticipated glimpses of her realized them-
selves in the event. Rencounters of not more than
a minutes duration, frequently repeated, will build
up mutual interest, even warm confidence, in a lonely

1

^''^. '^^T S'"*''^ ""^ imperceptibly as the twigs
Imdded on the trees. There never was a mrticular
moment at which it could Ix- said they l>ecame friends
yet a delicate understanding now existed between two
who in the winter had Lnien strangers.

Spring weather came on rather suddenly, the un
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sealing of buds that had long been swollen accom-
plishing Itself in the space of one warm night. I'he
rush of sap in the veins of the trees could almost
be heard. The flowers of late April took up a posi-
tion unseen, and looked as if they had been blooming
a long while, though there had l)een no trace of them
the day before yesterday; birds l)egan not to mind
getting wet. In-door people said they had heard the
nightingale, to which out-door people replied con-
temptuously that they had heard him a fortnight
before.

The young doctor's practice being scarcely so
large as a London surgeon's he frequently walked in
the wood. Indeed, such practice as he had he did
not follow up with the assiduity that would have Ijeen
necessary for developing it to exceptional proportions.

One day, book in hand, he went to a part of the
wood where the irees were mainly oaks. It was a
calm afternoon, and there was everywhere around
that sign of great undertakings on the part of vege-
table nature which is apt to fill reflective human beings
who are not undertaking much themselves with a
sudden uneasiness at the contrast. He heard in the
distance a curious sound, something like the quack
of a duck, which, though it was common enough here
about this time, was not common to him.

Looking through the trees Fitzpiers soon perceived
the origin of the noise. The bark»..g season had
just commenced, and what he had heard was the
tear of the ripping-tool as it ploughed its way along
the sticky parting between the trunk and the rind
Melbury did a large business in bark, and as he was
Grace's father, and possibly might I)e found on the
spot, Fitzpiers was attracted to the scene even more
than he might have l)een by its intrinsic interest.
^Vhen he got nearer he recognized among the work-
men John Upjohn, the two Timothys, and Robert
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Creedle, who probably had been 'lent' by Winter-
borne; Marty South also assisted. A milking-pail
of cider stood near, a half-pint cup floating on it,

with which they dipped and drank whenever they
passed the pail.

Each tree doomed to the flaying process was first

attacked by Upjohn. With a small bill-hook he
carefully freed the collar of the tree from twigs and
patches of moss which encrusted it to a height of
a foot or two above the ground, an operation com-
parable to the 'little toilette' of the executioner's
victim. After this it was barked in its erect position
to a point as high as a man could reach. If a fine

product of vegetable nature could ever be said to
look ridiculous it was the case now, when the oak
stood naked-legged, and as if ashamed, till the axe-
man came and cut a ring round it, and the two
Timothys finished the work with the cross-cut saw.

As soon as it had fallen the barkers attacked it

like locusts, and in a short time not a particle of
rind was left on the trunk and larger limte. Marty
South was an adept at peeling the upper parts; and
there she stood encaged amid the mass of twigs and
buds like a great bird, running her tool into the
smallest branches, lieyond the furthest points to which
the skill and patience of the men enabled them to
proceed—branches which, in their lifetime, had swayed
high above the bulk of the wood, and caught the
earliest rays of the sun and moon while the lower
part of the forest was still in darkness.

' You seem to have a better instrument than they,
Marty,' said Fitzpiers.

'No, sir,' she said, holding up the tool, a horse's
leg-bone fitted into a handle and filed to an edge;
"tis only that they've less patience with the twigs,

lx;cause their time is worth more than mine.'
A little shed had been constructed on the spot, of

171







MICROCOfY RBOIUTION TiST CHART

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART No. 2)

1.0
1h 23

Lfi
^H

1^ 35

|3^

IS b£u

1^
1 2.2

2.0

1.8

^ xIPPLIED IIVMGE Inc

^^ 1653 East Main Street

S'.S Rochester. New York 14609 USA
^S (716) 482 -0300- Phone
^B (716) 286- S989 -Fax



THE WOODLANDERS

thatched hurdles and lx)ughs, and in front of it was a
fire oyer which a kettle sang. Fitzpiers sat down
mside the she ter, and went on with his reading, exceptwhen he looked up to observe the scene and the
actors.

The thought that he might settle here and become
welded in with this sylvan life by marrying Grace
Melbury crossed his mind for a moment. Why should
he go further into the world than where he was ? The
secret of happiness lay in limiting the aspirations ; these
rnens thoughts were conterminous with the margin of
the Hmtock woodlands, and why should not his be
likewise hmited-a small practice among the people
around him being the bound of his desires ?

Presently Marty South discontinued her operations
upon the quivering boughs, came out from the reclining
oak, and prepared tea. When it was ready the men
were called; and Fitzpiers, being in a mood to join, satdown with them.

v.TH^•^*K^'^T °^ ^' ^•"^^""g here so long re-
vealed Itself when the faint creaking of the joints of a
vehicle became audible, and one of the men said,Heres he. Turning their heads they saw Melbury's
gig approaching, the wheels muffled by the yielding
moss.

' ^ b

The timber-merchant was on foot leading the horse
looking back at every few steps to warn his daughter,'who kept her seat, where and how to duck her head so
as to avoid the overhanging branches. They stopped
at he spot where the bark-ripping had been tempo-
rarily suspended

; Melbury cursorily examined the hea^s
01 bark and drawing near to where the workmen were
sitting down, accepted their shouted invitation to have
a dish of tea, for which purpose he hitched the horse
to a bough.

Grace declined to take any of their beverage, and
remained m her place in the vehicle, looking dit^mily
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at the sunlight that came in thin threads through the

hollies with which the oaks were interspersed.

When Melbury stepped up close to the shelter, he

for the first time perceived that the doctor was present,

and warmly appreciated Fitzpiers's invitation to sit down
on the log beside him.

• Bless my heart, who would have thought of finding

you here,' he said, obviously much pleased at the cir-

cumstance. ' I wonder now if my daughter knows you
are so nigh at hand ? I don't expect she do.'

He looked out towards the gig wherein Grace sat,

her face still turned sunward in the opposite direction.

' She doesn't see us,' said Melbury. ' Well, never

mind -, let her be.'

Grace was indeed quite unconscious of Fitzpiers's

propinquity. She was thinking of something which had

little connection with the scene before her—thinking

of her friend, lost as soon as found, Mrs. Charmond

;

of her capricious onduct, and of the contrasting scenes

she was possibly enjoying at that very moment in other

climes, to which Grace herself had hoped to be intro-

duced by her friend's means. She wondered if this

patronizing lady would return to Hintock during the

summer, and whether the acquaintance which had been

nipped on the last occasion of her residence there would
develop on the next.

Melbury told ancient timber-stories as he sat, re-

lating them directly to Fitzpiers, and obliquely to the

men, who had heard them often before. Marty, who
poured out tea, was just saying, * I think I'll take out a

cup to Miss Grace,' when they heard a clashing of the

gig-harness, and turning round Melbury saw that the

horse had become restless, and was jerking about the

vehicle in a way which alarmed its occupant, though

she refrained from screaming. Melbury jumped up
immediately, but not more quickly than Fitzpiers ; and
while her father ran to the horse's head and speedily
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tegan to control him, Fitzpiers was alongside the d^assisting Grace to descend.
"ngsiae rne gig

Her surprise at his appearance was so great that f.r

ve''^ n";Sriifte^':r
^"'

*f
•'^P^"^^"' ^--' ^he -very nearly hfted down m his arms. He relinauished

'O no not Much,' she managed to say. 'Therewas no danger-unless the horse had run underth^^trees where the boughs are low enough to hit my

'Which was by no m.ians an imoossihilitv .n^
justifies any amount of alar-n '

'"'Possibihty, and

hertcJ'td^i: "'',?' ''°"^'* ^^ ^^" written in

ill .
' ^ • ?^ ''^"''^ "°* ^e" him that this hadlittle to do with the horse, but much with himsetf

aTonTo'T ''"' " ''''' ^^^ --^ effectuprht;a. on those former occasions when he had come do,o her than usual-that of producing in h^ran u^'accountable tendency to tearfulness. Melbursoon nut"he horse to rights, and seeipg that Grace was safeturned again to the work-people '

.

His daughter's nervous distress had oassed nffm a few moments, and she said quite gairtoFHzpiers as she walked with him towards the groupThere's destiny in it, you see. I was doomed tojoin^m your picnic, although I did not intend to

Marty prepared her a comfortable nlace anH ch«
sat down in the circle, and listened toS^^^^^^he drew from her father and the bark-rippers sundr^narratives of their fathers', their grandfa^thers' an^

ighlsTev haS'"" " *'r
"^°^^

^ ^' '^^ -" erio-!>ignts tney had seen—only to b< arrnl^n^^^ r u

SeTan^dTV .''}''' ^^^^^ ^^^^^

Two Rrnth. I T^f^ '^°'y °^ th^ sP'rits Of theTwo Brothers who had fought and fallen, and had
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haunted King's Hintock Court till they were exorcised
by the priest, and compelled to retreat to a swamp
in this very wood, whence they were returning to
their old quarters at the rate of a cock's stride every
New Year's Day, Old Style; hence the local saying,
' On new-year's tide, a cock's stride.'

It was a pleasant time. The smoke from the
little fire of peeled sticks rose between the sitters and
the sunlight, and behind its blue films stretched the
naked arms of the prostrate trees. The smell of the
uncovered sap mingled with the smell of the burning
wood, and the sticky inner surface of the scattered
bark glistened as it revealed its pale madder hues to
the eye. Melbury was so highly satisfied at having
Fitzpiers as a sort of guest that he would have sat
on for any length of time, but Grace, on whom Fitz-
piers's eyes only too frequently alighted, seemed to
think it incumbent upon her to make a siiow of
going; and her father thereupon accompanied her to
the gig.

As the doctor had helped her out of it he ap-
peared to think that he had excellent reasons for
helping her in, and performed the attention lingeringly
enough.

' What were you almost in tears about just now ?

'

he asked softly.

' I don't know,' she said ; and the words were
strictly true.

Melbury mounted on the other side, and they
drove on out of the grove, their wheels silently crush-
ing r^elicate-patterned mosses, hyacinths, primroses,
lords-and-ladies, and other strange and common plants,
and cracking up little sticks that lay across the track!
Their way homeward ran along the flank of Dogbury
Hill, whence below them they beheld a wide valley,
differing both in feature and atmosphere from that
of the Hintock precincts. It was the cider country,
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wiiich met the woodland district on tiie sides of this
hill. Over the vale the air was blue as sapphire-
such a blue as outside .hat apple-valley was never
seen. Under the blue the orchards were in a blaze
of pink bloom some of the richly flowered trees runninK
almost up to A-here they drove along. At a gate
which opened down the incline, a man leant on his
arms, regarding this fair promise so intently that he
did not observe their passing.

'That was Giles,' said MeL.ury, when they had
gone by.

'

' Was it ? Poor Giles,' said she.
'AH that apple-blooth means heav>' autumn work

for him and his hands. If no blight happens before
the setting, the cider yield will be such as we have
not had for years.'

Meanwhile, in the wood they had come from, the
men had sat on so long that they were indisposed to
begin work again that evening; they were paid by
Je ton and their time for labour was as they chose.
Ihey placed the last gatherings of bark in rows for
the curers, which led them further and further away
from the shed; and thus they gradually withdrew
homeward as the sun went down.

Fitzpiers lingered yet. He had opened his book
again, though he could hardly see a word in it, and
sat before the dying fire, scarcely knowing of the
men's departure. He dreamed and mused till his
consciousness seemed to occupy the whole space of
the woodland round, so little was there of ja.---
sight or sound to hinder perfect mental unity with
the sentiment of the place. The idea returned upon
him of sacnficing all practical aims to live in calm
contentment here, and instead of going on elaborating
new conceptions with infinite pains, to accept quiet
domesticity according to oldest and homeliest notions
These reflections detained him till the wood was
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embrowned with the coming night, and the shy little

bird of this dusky time had begun to pour out all

the intensity of his eloquence from a bush not very
far off.

Fitzpiers's eyes commanded as much of the ground
in front as was open. Entering upon this he saw a
figure, whose direction of inov ment \;as towards the
spot where he sat. The surgeon was quite shrouded
from observation by the recessed shadow of the hin-dle-

screen, and there was no reason why he should move
till the stranger had passed by.

The shape resolved itself into a woman's-, she
was looking on the ground and walking slowly, as if

searching for something that had been lost, her course
being precisely that of Mr. Melbury's gig. Fitzpiers,

by a sort of divination, jumped to the idea that the
figure was Grace's ; her nearer approach made the guess
a certainty.

Yes, she was looking for something ; and she
came round by the prostrate trees that would have
been invisible but for their white nakedness, which
enabled her to avoid them easily. Thus she ap-
proached the heap of ashes, and acting upon what
was suggested by a still shining ember or two she
took a stick and stirred the heap, which thereupon
burst into a flan.o. On looking • d by the light

thus obtained she for the first tiiui, saw the illumined
face of Fitzpiers, precisely in the spot where she had
left him.

Grace gave a start and a scream; she had not
the least expected to find him there still. Fitzpiers

lost not a moment in rising and going to her side.

' I frightened you dreadfully, I know,' he said.
' I ought to have spoken ; but I did not at first

expect it to be you. I have been sitting here ever
since.'

He was actually supporting her with his arm as
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though under the impression that she was quite over-
come and in danger of falling. As soon as she
could collect her ideas she gently withdrew from his
grasp, and explained what she had returned for- in
getting up or down from the gig, or when sitting by
the hut fire, she had dropped her purse.

' Now we will find it,' said Fitzpiers.
He threw an armful of last year's leaves on to the

fire, which made the flame leap higher, and the en-
compassing shades to weave themselves into a blacker
contrast, turning eve into night in a moment. By
this radiance they groped abc^ut on their hands and
knees, till Fitzpiers rested on his elbow, and looked
at Grace.

'We almost always meet in odd circnmstances'
he said; 'and this is one of the oddest. I wonder
If It means anything ?

'

' O no, I'm sure it doesn't,' said Grace in haste,
quickly assuming an erect posture. « Pray don't sav
It any more.' ^

' I hope there was not much money in the purse

'

said Fitzpiers, rising to his feet more slowly, and
brushing the leaves from his trousers.

'Scarcely any. I cared most about the purs-
Itself, because it was given me. Indeed, money i:

of little more use at Hintock than on Crusoe's island-
there s hardly any way of spending it.'

They had given up the search when Fitzpiers dis-
cerned something by his foot. 'Here it is • ' he
said. « So that your father, mother, friend, or admirer
will not have his or her feelings hurt by a sense of
your negligence after all.'

' O, he knows nothing of what I do now.'
' The admirer ?

' said Fitzpiers slyly.

' I don't know if you would call him that,' said
Grace with simplicity. 'The admirer is a superficial
conditional creature, and this person is quite different '

'
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• He has all the cardinal virtues ?

'

' Perhaps—though I don't know them precisely.'

'You unconsciously practise them, Miss Melbury,
which is better. According to Schleiermacher they
are Self-control, Perseverance, Wisdom, and Love ; and
his is the l)est list that I know.'

' I am afraid poor— ' She was going to say that
she feared Winterborne, the giver of the purse years
before, had not much perseverance, though he had
all the other three ; but she determined to go no
further in this direction, and was silent.

These half-revelations made a perceptible difference
in Fitzpiers. His sense of personal superiority wasted
away, and Grace assumed in his eyes the true aspect
of a mistress in her lover's regard.

' Miss Melbury,' he said suddenly ; « I divine that
this virtuous man you mention has been refused by
you?'

She could do no otherwise than admit it.

' I did not inquire without good reason. God f-^-

bid that I should kneel in another's place at any shrine
unfairly. But, my dear Miss Melbury, now that he is

gone from the temple, may I draw near !

'

'I—I can't say anything about that!' she cried
quickly. ' Because when a man has been refused you
fe ' pity for him, and like him more than you did
beiore.'

This increasing complication added still more value
to Grace in the surgeon's eyes : it rendered her ador-
able. ' But cannot you say ?

' he pleaded distractedly.
' I'd rather not—I think I must go home at once.'
' O yes,' said Fitzpiers.

But as he did not move she felt it awkward to walk
straight away from him; and so they stood silently

together. A diversion was created by the accident of
two birds, that had cither been roosting alx)ve their

heads or nesting there, tumbling one over the other
J79
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into the hot ashes at their feet, apparently engrossed in
a desperate quarrel that prevented the use of their wines.
1 hey speedily parted, however, and flew up, with a
smgcd smell, and were seen no more.

'That's the end of what is called love,' said some
one.

The speaker was neither Grace nor Fitzpiers, but
Marty South, who approached with her face turned up
to the sky m her endeavour to trace the birds. Sud-
denly perceiving Grace sl^c exclaimed, « O—Miss Mel-
bury !—I have been looking at they pigeons, and didn't
see you. And here's Mr. Winterborne !

' she continued
shyly, ns she looked towards Fitzpiers, who stood in the
t ckground.

• Marty,' Gra e interrupted :
' I want you to walk

home with me—will you? Come along.' And with-
but hngenng longer she took hold of Marty s arm and
led her away.

They went between the spectral arms of the peeled
trees as they lay, and onward among the growing trees,
by a path where there were no oaks, and no barking
and no Fitzpiers—nothing but copse wood, between
which the primroses could be discerned i. >ile bunches'I—didn't know Mr. Winterborne was there,' said
Marty breaking the silence when they had nearly
reached Grace's door.

^

' Nor was he,' said Grace.
' But, Miss Melbury—I saw him.'
•No' said Grace. 'It was somebody else. Giles

vv interbome is nothing to me.'
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XX

1 HE leaves over Hintock unrolled their creased
tissues, and the woodland seemed to change from an
open filigree to a solid opaque body of infinitely larger
shape and importance. The boughs cast green shades,
which disagreed with the complexion of the girls who
walked there ; and a fiinge of the same boughs which
overhur^ Mr. Melbury's garden dripped on his seed-
plots when it rained, pitting their surface all over as
»ith pock-marks, till Melbury declared that gardens in

zh a place were no good at all. The two trees that
i-u creaked all the winter left off creaking, the whirr of
the night-hawk, however, forming a very satisfactory
continuation of uncanny music from that quarter.
Except at midday the sun was not seen complete by
the Hintock people, but rather in the form of numerous
little stars staring through the leaves.

Such an appearance it had on Midsummer eve of
this year, and as the hour grew later, and nine o'clock
drew on, th- irradiation of the day-time became broken
up by the .veird shadows and ghostly nooks of iniis-
tinctness. Imagir ition could trace amid the trunks
and boughs swartny faces and funereal figures. This
was before the moon rose. Later on, when that planet
was getting command of the upper heaven, and con-
sequently shining with an unbroken face into such open

i8i
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glades as there were in the neighlwurhood of the hamlet,
It became apparent that the margin of the wood which
approached the timber-merchant's premises was not
to he left to the customary stillness of that reposeful
time.

*^

Fitzpiers having heard a voice or voices, was look-
ing over his garden gate (where he now looked more
frequently than into his books) fancying that Orace
might )e abroad with some friends. He was irretriev-
ably committed in heart to Orace Melbury, though he
was by no means sure that she was so far committed to
him. That the Idea had for once completely fulfilled
Itself m the objective substance (which he had hitherto
deemed an impossibility) he was enchanted enough to
fancy must be the case at last.

It was not Grace who had passed, however, but
several of the ordinary village giris in a group; some
steadily walkmg, some in a mood of wild gaiety He
quietly asked his landlady, who was also in the garden
what these girls were intending, and she informed him'
that It being old Midsummer eve, they were about to
attempt some spell or enchantment which would afford
them a glimpse of their future partners for life. She
declared it to be an ungodly performance, and one
that she for her part would never countenance; sayin?
which she entered her house and retired to ted.

The young man lit a cigar, and followed the bevy
of maidens slowly up the road. They had turned
into ' .- wood at an opening tetween Melbury's and
Marcj, South's; but Fitzpiers could easily track them
by their voices, low as they endeavoured to keen
their tones.

In the meantime other inhabitants of Little Hintock
had become aware of the nocturnal experiment about
to be tned, and were also sauntering stealthily after
the fnsky maidens. Miss Melbury had teen iniormed
by Marty South during the day of the proposed peep
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into futurity, and, being only a girl like the rest, she
was sufficiently interested to wish to see the issue.

The moon was so bright and the night so calm that
she had no difficulty in persuadii g Mrs. Melbury to
accompany her ; and thus, joined ly Marty, these went
onward in the same direction.

Passing Winterbome's house ;ney heard a noise of
hammering. Marty explained it. This was the last

night on which his paternal roof would shelter him,
the days of frace since it fell into hand having expired

;

and Giles \\.>s taking down his cupboards and bedsteads
with a view to an early exit next morning. His en-
counter with Mrs. Charmond had cost him dearly.

When they had proceeded a little further Marty was
joined by Grammtr Oliver (who was as young as the
youngest in such matters), and (irace and Mrs. Melbury
went on by themselves till they had arrived it the spot
chosen by the village daughters, whose primary inten-
tion of keeping their expedition a secret had been (juite

defeated. Grace and her "'epmother p- ised by a holly
tree ; and at a little distance stood Fii -jrs under »he
shade of a young oak, intently obsen ^ Grace, who
was in the full rays of the mo-.'n.

He watched her without spe;'^ing, and unperceived
by any but Marty ar..' vlramme , .vho had drawn up
on the dark side of .l.c same holly which sheltered
Mrs. and Miss Melbury on its bright side. The two
former conversed in low tones.

'If they two come up in wood next Midsummer
night they'll come as one,' said Gram'ier, signifying

Fitzpiers and Grace. 'Instead of my skellinton he'll

carry home her living carcase before long. But though
she's a lady in herself, and worthy of any such as he,

it do seem to me that he ought to marry somebody
more of the sort of Mrs. Cha mond, and that Miss
Grace should make the best of \Vinterlx)rne.'

Marty returned no comment ; and at that minute the
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girls, some of whom were from Great Hintock. were

Sut mSn^^hf.
'° ""' ^•^^ '""'^^^^°"' '' ^-g "-

•Directly we see anything we'll run home as fast as

t«?k"' T °"^' ""^"'^ "^^"'^^ ^d t^gun to fail her.

nL^Z , 'f*
^^5^"ted, not knowing that a dozen

neighbours lurked m the bushes around

.Jfi "^^KT^^"^ ''°* *^°"S^^ °^ t^"g this,' said
another, 'but had contented ourselves with the hole-
digging to-morrow at twelve, and hearing our husband's
trades. It is too much like having dealings with the
evil one to try to raise theu- forms.'

However, they had gone too far to recede, and
slowly began to march forward in a skirmishing line
through the trees, each intending to plunge alone into

rnnlH ^ Tk^'' f '^' .^°°^- ^' ^^' ^^ '^^ listeners
could gather, the particular form of black art to be
practised on this occasion was one connected with thesomng of hempseed, a handful of which was carried byeach girl. '

At the moment of their advance they looked back,and discerned the figure of Miss Melbury, who, aloneof al the observers, stood in the full face of the
moonlight, deeply engrossed in the proceedings. By
contrast with her life of late years they made her feel
as rf she had receded a couple of centuries in theworld s history She was rendered doubly conspicuous

oL 7i^ • ?'f\ ^"^ ^^^' ^ ^^^ whispered words,

??mothl T^' ^^^^."r"? "^^^^""' P^g^t^d to youngTimothy Tangs) asked her if she would join in. Gracewith some excitement said that she would, and movedon a httle in the rear of the rest.

Soon the listeners could hear nothing of their
proceedings beyond the faintest occasional rustle of
leaives. Grammer whispered again to Marty: 'Whv

maids
?^^ g° ^'^^ try your luck with the rest of the
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' I don't believe in it
!

' said Marty shortly. « And
they've spoilt it by letting people know.'

'Yes, half the parish is here; the silly hussies
should have kept it quiet. I see Mr. Winterborne
through the leaves, just come up with Robert Creedle.
Marty, we ought to act the part o' Providence some-
times. Do go and tell him that if he stands just
behind the bush at the bottom of the slope. Miss
Grace must pass down it when she comes back, and
she will most likely rush into his arms; for as soon
as the clock strikes they'll bundle back home-along
like hares. I've seen such larries before.'

' Do you think I'd better ?
' said Marty reluctantly.

' O yes, he'll bless ye for it.'

' I don't want that kind of blessing !

'

But after a moment's thought she went, and deli-
vered the information ; and Grammer had the satisfac-
tion of seeing Giles walk slowly to the bend in the leafy
defile along which Grace would have to return.

Meanwhile Mrs. Melbury, deserted by Grace, had
perceived Fitzpiers and Winterborne, and also the
move of the latter. An improvement on Giammer's
idea entered the mind of Mrs. Melbury, for she had
lately discerned what her husband had not, that Grace
was rapidly fascinating the surgeon. She therefore drew
near to Fitzpiers.

' You should be where Mr. Winterborne is standing,'
she said to him significantly. «She will run down
through that opening much faster than she went up
It, if she is like the rest of the girls.'

Fitzpiers did not require to be told twice. He
went across to Winterborne, and stood beside him.
Each knew the probable purpose of the other in
standing there, and neither spoke, Fitzpiers scorning
to look upon Winterborne as a rival, and Winterborne
adhering to the off-hand manner of indifference which
had grown upon him since his dismissal.
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Neither Grammer nor Marty South had seen the
surgeon's manoeuvre, and still to help Winterborne,
as she supposed, the old woman suggested to the
wood girl that she should walk forward at the heels
of Grace, and 'tole' her down the required way if
she showed a tendency to run in another direction.
Poor Marty, always doomed to sacrifice desire to
obligation, walked forward accordingly, and waited as
a beacon, still and silent, for the retreat of Grace and
her giddy companions, now quite out of hearing.

The first sound to break the silence was the distant
note of Great Hintock clock striking the significant
hour. About a minute later that quarter of the wood
to which the girls had wandered resounded with the
flapping of disturbed birds; then two or three hares
and rabbits bounded down the glade from the same
direction, and after these the rustling and crackling
of leaves and dead twigs denoted the hurried approach
of the adventurers, whose fluttering gowns soon became
visible.

Miss Melbury having gone forward quite in the
rear of the rest, was one of the first to return, and
the excitement being contagious she ran laughing
towards Marty, who still stood as a hand-post to
guide her

; then, passing on, she flew round the fatal
bush where the undergrowth narrowed to a gorge.
Marty arrived at her heels just in time to see the
result. Fitzpiers had quickly stepped forward in front
of Winterborne, who disdaining to shift his position
had turned on his heel, and tnen the surgeon did
what he would not have thought of doing but for
Mrs. Melbury's encouragement and the sentiment of
an eve which effaced conventionality. Stretching out
his arms as the white figure burst upon him, he
captured her in a moment, as if she had been a bird.

' O !

' cried Grace in her fright.

•You are in my arms, dearest,' said Fitzpiers;
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'and I am going to claim you, and keep you there

all our two lives
!

'

She rested on him like one utterly mastered; and

it was several seconds before she recovered from this

helplessness. Subdued screams and struggles audible

from neighlxjuring brakes, revealed that there had

been other lurkers thereabout for a similar purpose.

Grace, unlike most of these companions of hers,

instead of giggling and writhing, said in a trembling

voice, ' Mr. Fitzpiers, will you let me go ?

'

* Certainly,' he said, laughing ;
' as soon as you have

recovered.'

She waited another few moments, then quietly

and firmly pushed him aside, and glided on her path,

the moon whitening her hot blush away. But it had

been enough : new relations between them had begun.

The case of the other girls was different, as has

been said. They wrestled and tittered, only escaping

after a desperate struggle. Fitzpiers could hear these

enactments still going on after Grace had left him,

and he remained on the spot where he had caught

her, Winterborne having gone away. On a sudden

another girl came bounding down the same descent

that had been followed by Grace ; a fine-framed young

woman, with bare arms. Seeing Fitzpiers standing

there, she said with playful effrontery :
' May'st kiss

me if 'canst catch me, Tim !

'

FitzpierL recognized her as Suke Damson, a hoy-

denish maiden of the hamlet, who was plainly mistaking

him for her lover. He was impulsively disposed to

profit by her error, and as soon as she began racing

away he started in pursuit.

On she went under the boughs, now in light, now
in shade, looking over her shoulder at him every few

moments and kissing her hand; but so cunningly

dodging about among the trees and moon-shades

that she never allowed him to get dangerously near
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^lu I^\^^^^ -n"
^""^ *^°"^^^^' F't^Piers warming

^^n^. ''^' ''" '^^ '°""^ «^ '^^^ companion^
nad quite died away.

t~ v# o

o^K^^^ l!^^*"
*° ^°'^ ^°P^ °^ «^er overtaking her,

7nZ^^l
^^°"^*^'. by way of encouragement, sheturned to a fence m which there was a stUe. and

leapt over it. Outside, the scene was a chkngedone
;

a meadow, where the half-made hay lay aboutm heaps, m the uninterrupted shine of the now highmoon. o

Fitzpiers saw in a moment that having taken toopen ground, she had placed herself at his mercy, andhe promptly vaulted over after her. She flitted a littleway down the mead, when all at once her elusive form
disappeared as if it had sunk into the earth. She had
buried herself m one of the hay-cocks

Fitzpiers, now thoroughly excited, was not going

l^ul .
-^"^^ ^™ '^"'' ^^ approached, and setabout turning over the heaps one by one. As soon

as he paused, tantalized and puzzled, he was directedanew by an imitative kiss which came from her hiding-
place under the hay, and by snatches of a local ballad,
in the smallest voice she could assume :—

'O come in from the foggy, foggy dew.'

In a minute or two he uncovered her.
' O—'tis not Tim !

' said she, burying her face.
fitzpiers, however, disregarded her resistance byreason of its mildness, stooped, and imprinted the purposed kiss

;
then sank down on the same hay-cock

panting with his race. ^ '

' Whom do you mean by Tim ?
' he asked presently.My young man, Tim Tangs,' said she.

hep,
^°"°"' ^"Sh^' ^'^ y«" really think it was

' I did at first.'
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' But you didn't at last.'

' I didn't at last.'

' Do you much mind thr* it is not ?
*

' No,' she answered slyly.

Fitzpiers kissed her again, and pressed her close
to him.

He did not pursue his questioning. In the moon-
light Suke looked very beautiful, the scratches and
blemishes incidental to her outdoor occupation being
invisible under these pale rays. While they remained
silent on the hay the coarse wh' - of the eternal
night-hawk burst sarcastically from he top of a tree
at the nearest corner of the wood. Besides this not
a sound of any kind reached their ears, the time of
nightingales being now past, and Hintock lying at
a distance of two miles at least. In the opposite
direction the hay-field stretched away into remoteness
till it was lost to the eye in a soft mist.

It was day* eak before Fitzpiers and Suke Damson
re-entered Little Hintock.
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XXI

When the general stampede occurred Winterborne
had also been looking on, and encountering one of
the girls had asked her what caused them all to fly.

She said with solemn breathlessness that they had
seen something very different from what they had
hoped to see, and that she for one would never at-

tempt such unholy ceremonies again, • We saw Satan
pursuing us with his hour-glass. It was terrible

!

'

This account being a little mixed Giles went for-

ward towards the spo^ whence the girls had retreated.

After listening there a few minutes he heard slow
footsteps rustling over the leaves, and, looking through
a tangled screen of honeysuckle which hung from a
bough, he saw in the open space beyond a shv rt

stout man in evening dress, carrying on one arm a
'•ght overcoat and also his hat, so awkwardly arranged
as possibly to have suggested the 'hour-glass' to his

timid observers— if this were the person whom the
giris had seen. With the other hand he silently

gesticulated, and the moonlight falling upon his bare
brow showed him to have dark hair and a high fore-

head of the shape seen oftener in old prints and
paintings than in real life. His curious and altogether
alien aspect, his strange gestures, like those of one
who is rehearsing a scene to himself, and the un-
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usual place and hour, were sufficient to account for

any trepidation among the Hintock daughters at en-

countering him.

He paused, and looked round, as if he had for-

gotten where he was ; not oteerving Giles, who was
of the colour of his environment The lattf r ad-

vanced into the light. The gentleman held np his

hand and came towards Giles, the two meeting half

way.

• I have lost my way,' said the stranger. ' Perhaps
you can put me in the path again.' He wiped his

forehead with the air of one suffering under an Sta-
tion more than that of simple fatigue.

• The turnpike-road is over there,' said Giles.

'I don't want the turnpike-road,' said the gentle-

man impatiently. 'I came from that. I want Hin-
tock House. Is there not a path to it across here ?

'

' Well, yes, a sort of j ath. But it is 1 ard to find

from this point. I'll show you the way, sir, with

pleasure.'

'Thanks, my good friend. The truth is that I

decided to walk across the country after dinner from
the hotel at Sherton, where I am staying for a day
or two. But I did not know it was so far.'

' It is about a mile to the house from here.'

They walked on together. As there was no path
Giles occasionally stepped in front and bent aside
the under-boughs of the trees to give his companion
a passage, saying every now and then when the twigs,

on being released, flew back like whips, ' Mind your
eyes, sir.' To which the stranger replied, *Yes, yes,'

in a preoccupied tone.

So they went on, the leaf-shadows running in

their us'nl quick succession over the forms of the

pedestrians, till the stranger said

—

' Is it far ?

'

' Not much further,' said Winterbome. ' The plan-
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tation runs up into a corner here, close behind the
house.' He added with hesitation, 'You know, I
suppose, sir, that Mrs. Charmond is not at home ?

'

* You mistake,' said the other shortly. • Mrs.
Charmond has been away for some time, but she's
at home now.'

Giles did not contradict him, though he felt sure
that the gentleman was wrong.

'You are a native of this place?' the stranger
said.

' Yes.'

' You are happy in having a hom.e.'
' I hope you are toe, sir.'

' It is what I don't possess.'

* You come from far, seemingly ?

'

* I come now from the south of Europe.'
'O indeed, sir. You are an Italian, or Spanish,

or French gentleman, perhaps ?

'

* I am not either.'

Giles did not fill the pause which ensued, and
the gentleman, who seemed of an emotional nature,
unable to resist friendship, at length answered the
question.

' I am an Italianized American ; a South Carolinian
by birth,' he said. ' I left my native country on the
failure of the Southern cause, and have never returned
to it since.'

He spoke no more about himself, and they came
to the verge of the wood. Here, striding over the
fence out upon the upland sward, they could at
once see the chimneys of the house in the gorge
immediately beneath their position, silent, still, and
pale.

' Can you tell me the time ?
' the gentleman asked.

« My watch has stopped.'

' It is between twelve and on?,' said Giles.

His companion expressed his astonishment. ' I
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thought it between nine and ten at latest ! My

!

My!'
He now begged Giles to return, and offered him

a gold coin, which looked like a sovereign, for the
assistance rendered. Giles declined to accept any-
thing, to the surprise of the stranger, who, on putting
the money back into his pocket, said awkwardly, •!

thought it was the custom here. I offered it because
I want you to utter no word about this meeting with
me. Will you promise?'

VVinterlx)rne promised readily. He stood still whilst
the other descended the slope. At the bottom the
stranger looked back mistrustfully. Giles would no
longer remain when he was so evidently desired to
leave, and returned through the boughs to Little

Hintock.

He suspected that this man, who seemed so dis-

tressed and melancholy, might be that lover and
persistent wooer of Mrs. Charmond whom he had
heard so frequently spoken of, and whom it was said
she had treated cavalierly. But he received no con-
firmation of his suspicion beyond a report which
reached him a few days later that a gentleman had
called up the servants who were taking care of
Hintock House at an hour past midnight; and on
learning that Mrs. Charmond, though returned from
abroad, was as yet in London, he had sworn bitterly,

and gone away without leaving a card or any trace
of himself.

The girls who related the story added that he
sighed three times before he swore, but this part of
the narrative was not corroborated. Anyhow such a
gentleman drove away from Sherton next day in a
carriage hired at the inn.
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XXII

The sunny, leafy week which followed the tender
doings of Midsummer Eve brought a visitor to Fitz-
piers's door; a voice that he knew sounded in the
passage. Mr. Melbury had called.

At first he had a particular objection to enter the
parlour, because his boots were dusty, but as the
surgeon insisted he waived the point and came in.

Looking neither to the right nor to the left,

hardly at Fitzpiers himself, he put his hat under his
chair and with a preoccupied gaze at the floor said,
•I have called to ask you, doctor, quite privately, a
question that troubles me. I've a daughter, Grace,
an only daughter as you may have heard. Well,
she's been out in the dew; on Midsummer Eve in
particular she went out in thin slippers to watch
some vagary of the Hintock maids; and she's got a
cough, a distinct hemming and hacking, that makes
me uneasy. Now I have decided to send her away
to some seaside place for a change—

'

'Send her away!' Fitzpiers's countenance had
fallen.

•Yes. And the question is, where would you
advise me to send her?'

The timber-merchant had happened to call at a
moment when Fitzpiers was at the spring-tide of a
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sentiment that ('.race was a necessity of his existence,
rhu sudden i)rcs.surc of licr form uj^n his breast as
she came headlong round the bush had never ceased
to hnger with him since he adopted the manoeuvre
for which the hour and the moonlight and the occasion
had Ijeen the only cxcust-. Now she was to be sent
away.

Ambition ?—-it could be postponed. Family?—

a

common culture and reciprocity of tastes had taken
the pbce of family considerations nowadays He
allowed himself to be carried forward on the wave
of his desire.

'How strange, how very strange it is,' he said
'that you should have come to me about her just
now. I have been thinking every day of coming to
you on the very same errand.'

' Ah ? You have noticed, too, that her health—'
' I have noticed nothing the matter with her health

because there is nothing. But, Mr. Melbury, I have
seen your daughter several times by accident. I have
admired her infinitely, and I was coming to ask you
If I may become better acquainted with her—pay mv
addresses to her ?

'

^ j j

Melbury was looking down as he listened, and
did not see the air of half-misgiving at his own rash-
nesh *hat spread over Fitzpiers's face as he made this
declaration.

'You have — got to know her?' said Melbury
a spell of dead silence having preceded his utterance'
during which his emotion rose with almost visible
effect.

' Yes,' said Fitzpiers.

'And you wish to become better acquainted with
her? You mean with a view to marriage—is that
what you mean ?

'

'Yes,' said the young man. t ^^^^ ^^
quamted with her, with a view ag her accepted
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lover
;
and if we suited eacn other, what would natu-

rally fol.'uw.'

'I'he tinilK-r-dealtr was much surprised, and fairly
agitated

; his hand trembled as he bid by his walkinc-
stick.

•This takes me unawares,' said he, his voice well-
nigh breaking down. 'I don't mean that there is

anything unexpected in a gentleman l)eing attracted
by her ; but it did not occur to me that it would be
you. I always said,' continued he, with a lump in
his throat, 'that my Grace would make a mark at
her own level some day. That was why I educated
her. I said to myself, " I'll do it, cost what it may ;

"

though her stepmother was pretty frightened at my
paying out so much money year after year. I knew
it would tell in the end. "Where you've not good
material to work on, such doings would l)e waste and
vanity," I said. " But where you have that material,
it is sure to be worth while."

'

'I arn glad you don't object,' said Fitzpiers, almost
wishing that Grace had not been quite so cheap for him.

' If she is willing I don't object, certainly. Indeed,'
added the honest man, ' it would be deceit if I were
to pretend to feel anything else than highly honoured
personally; and it is a great credit to her to have
drawn to her a man of such good professional station
and venerable old family. That huntsman-fellow little

thought how wrong he was about her ! Take her and
welcome, sir.'

' I'll endeavour to ascertain her mind.'
' Yes, yes. But she will be agreeable, I think. She

ought to be.'

•I hope she may. Well, now you'll expect to see
me frequently ?

'

'O yes. But, name it all—about her cough, and
her going away? I had quite forgot that that was
what I came about.'
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•I assure you,' said the surgeon, 'that her cough
can only be the result of a slight cold, and it is not
necessary to banish her to any seaside place at all.'

Melbury looked unconvinced, doubting whether he
ought to take Fitzpiers's professional opinion in circum-
stances whicn naturally led him to vish to keep her
by him. The doctor saw this, and honestly dreading
to lose sight of her, he said eagerly, 'Between our-
selves, if I am successful with her I will take her
away myself for a month or two, as soon as wc are
married, which I hope will be before the chilly weather
comes on. This will be so very much better than
letting her go now.'

The proposal pleased Melbury much. There could
be hardly any danger in postponing desirable change
of air as long as the warm weather lasted, and for
such a reason.

Suddenly recollecting himself he said, 'Your time
must be precious, doctor. I'll get home-along. I am
much obliged to ye. As you will see her often, you'll
discover for yourself if anything serious is the matter.'

'I can assiu-e you it is nothing,' sait Fitzpiers,
who had .seen Grace much ofttner already than her
father knew of.

When he was gone Fitzpiers paused, silent, register-
ing his sensations, like a man who has made a plunge
for a pearl into a medium of which he knows neither
the density nor temperature. Bui he had done it,

and Grace was the sweetest girl alive.

As for the departed visitor, his own last words
lingered in Melbury's ears as he walked homeward;
he felt that what he had said in the emotion of the
moment was very stupid, ungenteel, and unsuited to
a duologue with an educated gentleman, the smail-
ness of whose practice was more than compensated
by the former greatness of his family. He had uttered
thoughts before they were weighed, and almost before
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they were shaped. They had expressed in a certain
sense his feehng at Fitzpiers's news, but yet they were
not right. Looking on the ground, and planting his
stick at each tread as if it were a flagstaff, he reached
his own precincts, where, as he passed through the
court, he automatically stopped to look at the men
working m the shed and around. One of them asked
him a question about waggon-spokes.

'Hey?' said Melbury, looking hard at him. The
man repeated the words.

Melbury stood; then turning suddenly away with-
out answering, he went up the court and entered the
house.

As time was no concern with the journeymen, except
as a thing to get passed, they leisurely surveyed the
door through which he had disappeared.

'What maggot has the gaffer got in his head
now?' said Tangs the elder. «Sommit to do with
that chiel of his ! When you've got a maid of yer
own, John Upjohn, that costs ye what she costs him
that will take the squeak out of your Sunday shoes,
John! But you'll never be man enough to accom-
plish such as she; and 'tis a lucky thing for ye
John, as things be. Well, he ought to have a dozen
—that would bring him to reason. I see 'em walk-
ing together last Sunday, and when they came to a
puddle he lifted her over like a halfpenny doll He
ought to have a dozen; he'd let 'em walk through
puddles for themselves then.'

Meanwhile Melbury had entered the house with
the eye of a man who sees a vision Ixifore him.
His wife was in the room. Without taking off his
hat he sat down at random.

' Luce—we've done it
!

' he said. ' Yes—the thing
IS as I expected. The spell, that I foresaw might
lie worked, has worked. She's done it, and done
It well. Where is she—Grace, I mean ?

'
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* Up in her room : what has happened ?

'

Mr. Melbury explained the circumstances as co-

herently as he could. 'I told you so,' he said. 'A
maid like her couldn't stay hid long, even in a place

like this. But where is Grace ? Let's have her down.
Here—Gra-a-ace

!

'

She appeared after a reasonable interval, for she
was sufficiently spoilt by this father of hers not to

put herself in a hurry, however impatient his tones.
' What is it, father ?

' said she, with a smile.

'Why, you scamp, what's this you've been doing?
Not home here more than six months, yet instead of
confining yourself to your father's rank making havoc
in the upper classes !

'

Though accustomed to show herself instantly ap-

preciative of her father's meanings, Grace was fairly

unable to look anyhow but at a loss now.
' No, no ; of course you don't know what I mean,

or you pretend you don't. Though for my part I

believe women can see these things through a double
hedge. But I suppose I must tell ye. Why, you've
flung your grapnel over the doctor, and he's coming
courting forthwith.'

'Only think of that, my dear! Don't you feel

it a triumph ?
' said Mrs. Melbury.

'Coming courting— I've done nothing to make
him !

' Grace exclaimed.

' 'Twasn't necessary that you should ; 'tis voluntary

that rules in these things. \\'cll, he has behaved
very honourably, and asked my consent. You'll know
what to do when he gets here, I dare say. I needn't
tell you to make it all smooth for him.'

' You mean, to lead him on to marry me ?

'

' I do. Haven't I educated you for it ?

'

Grace looked out of the window, and at ihc fire-

place, with no animation in her face. ' Why is it

settled ofT-hand in this way ? ' said she pettishly.
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•You'll wait till you hear what I think of him, I
suppose ?

'

'

it JilVbT''
°^ ''°^"^'

"^"^ ^°" ^^^ "^^""^ ^ ^°^ ^^'"S

She weighed the statement without speaking.
' You will be restored to the society you've been

taken away from,' continued her father; 'for I don't
suppose he'll i ay here long.'

She shyly admitted the advantage; but it was
plain that though Fitzpiers when he was present exer-
cised a certain fascination over her, or even more, an
almost psychic influence, as it is called, and though
his impulsive act in the wood had stirred her feelings in-
describably, she had never regarded him in the light of
a destined husband. « I don't know what to answer

'

she^said. ' I have learnt that he is very clever.'
' He's all right, and he's coming here to see you '

A premonition that she could not resist him if he
came strangely moved her. 'Of course, father, you
remember that it is only lately that Giles '

'You know that you can't think of him. He has
given up all claim to you.'

She could not explain the subtleties of her feeling
as clearly as he could state his opinion, even though
she had skill in speech, and her father had none.
That Fitzpiers acted upon her like a dram, exciting
her, throwing her into a novel atmosphere which
biassed her doings until the influence was over, when
she felt something of the nature of regret for themood she had experienced— could not be told to
this worthy couple in words.

It so happened that on this very day Fitzpiers
was called away from Hintock by an engagement to
attend some medical meetings, and his visits therefore
did not l^gin at once. A note, however, arrived
trom him addressed to Cxrace, deploring his enforced
absence. As a material object this note was pretty
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and superfine, a note of a sort that she had been
unaccustomed to see since her return to Hintock,
except when a school friend wrote to her— a rare

instance, for the girls were respecters of persons,

and many cooled down towards the timlx;r-dealer's

daughter when she was out of sight. Thus the

receipt of it pleased her, and she afterwards walked
about with a reflective air.

In the evening her father, who knew that the
note had come, said, ' Why be ye not sitting down
to answer your letter? I'hat's what young folks did
in my time.'

She replied that it did not require an answer.
' O, you know best,' he said. Nevertheless he

went about his business doubting if she were right

in not replying
;
possibly she might be so mismanaging

matters as to risk the loss of an alliance which would
bring her much happiness.

Melbury's respect for Fitzpiers was based less on
his professional position, which was not much, than
on the standing of his family in the county in bygone
days. That touching faith in members i long-estab-

lished families as such, irrespective of ttieir personal

condition or character, which is still found among
old-fashioned people in the rural districts, reached its

full perfection in Melbury. His daughter's suitor -as

descended from a line he had heard of in his grand-
father's time as being once among the greatest, a
family which had conferred i*s name upon a neigh-

lx)uring village; how then could anything be amiss
in this betrothal?

* I must keep her up to this,' he said to his

wife. 'She sees it is for her happiness; but still

she's young, and may want a little prompting from
an older tongue.'

ii

30I



THE WOODLANDERS

XXIII

With this in view Melbury took her out .or a
walk, a custom of his when he wished to sav any-
thing specially impressive. Their way was over the
top of that lofty ridge bordering their woodland and
the cider district, whence they had in the spring
beheld the miles of apple-trees ii. bloom. All was
now deep green.

The spot recaUed to Grace's mind the last occa-
sion of her presence there, and she said, ' The promise
of an enormous apple-crop is fulfilling itself, is it
not? I suppose Giles is getting his mills and presses
ready.'

This was just what her father had not come there
to talk al^out. Without replying he mised his arm
and moved his finger till he fixed it at a point.

'There,' he said. ' Vou see that hill rising out
of the level like a great whale, and just l)ehind the
hill a particularly green sheltered bottom.? That's
where Mr.^ Fitzpiers's family were lords of the manor
for I don't know how many hundred years, and there
stands the village of Oakbury Fitzpiers. A wonderful
property 'twas—wonderful !

'

' Kut they are not lords of the manor there now.'
'Why, no. But good and great folk fall as well

as humble and foolisii. The only ones representing
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the family now, I believe, are our doctor and a
maiden lady living I don't know where. You can't

help being happy, Grace, in allying yourself with such
a romantical family. You'll feel as if you've stepped
into historj'.'

'We've l)een at Hintock as long as they were at

Oakbury; is it not so? You say our name occurs
in old deeds continually.'

'O yes—as yeomen, copyholders, and such like.

But think how much better this will be for 'ee. You'll
be living a high, perusing life, such as has now become
natural to you ; and though the doctor's practice is

small here he'll no doubt go to a dashing town when
he's got his hand in, and keep a stylish carriage,

and you'll Ije brought to know a good many ladies

of excellent society. If you should ever meet me
then, Grace, you can drive past me, looking the other
way. I shouldn't expect you to speak to me, or
wish such a thing—unless it happened to Ix; in some
lonely private place where 'twouldn't lower ye at all.

Don't think such men as neighbour (tiles your equal.

He and I shall be good friends enough, hut he's not
for the like of you. He's lived our rough and homely
life here, and his wife's life must 1 • rough and homely
likewise.'

So much pressure could not produce some dis-

placement. As Grace was left very much to herself,

she took advantage of one hne day before Fitzpiers's

return to drive into the aforesaid vale where stood 'J /•

village of Oakbury Fitzpiers. Leaving her father's man
at the inn with the horse and gig, she rambled on-
wards to the ruins of a castle, which stood in a field

hard by. She had nc doubt that it represented the
ancient stronghold of the Fitzpiers family.

TH" remains were few, and consisted mostly of
rer s of the lower vaulting, supported on low stout

coi , surmountc ;

'

>y the crocAe/ capital of the period.
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The two or three arches of these vaults that were still in

amt whir-h .K
""' '^^^°''' "'"« ^P^^d ^*^h straw,armd which the young creatures rustled, cooling thei

thirsty tongues by hcking the quaint Norman carving,
which ghstened with the moisture. It was a degradf:

el°l
"^'"

^"f^ ^J"d^ form of art as this to be

thPf!l-l fT'y'.^h^ thought, and for the first time

hZ^^J ^ Tr ^''"'"^^ '" ^^^ imagination thehues of a melancholy romanticism.

the H,r'
'°°"

u™^ ^° "^"^^ ^°'"^' ^"d «he traversed
the distance with a preoccupied mind. The idea of somodern a man in science and esthetics as the youngsurgeon springing out of relics so ancient was a kind oinovelty she h.d never before experienced. The com-

she'dr^L^H'
^'"^ ^ r^'l ^"^ intellectual interest whichshe dreaded, so much weight did it add to the strange

influence he exercised upon her whenever he came
n63.r iicT,

rath."rrrf?""""* "".^^^ ''''' "°^ 1°^^' not ambition,
rather a fearful consciousness of hazard in the air sheawaited his return.

'

Meanwhile her father was awaiting him also. In hishouse there was an old work on medicine, published
owards the end of the last century, and to pit himselfin harmony with events Melbury spread this work on

a^lt'Z u^'
^'^ ^""^ ^'^ ^^>"« ^-'"-«. -nd readabout Galen, Hippocrates, and Herophilus

: of the dog-matic the empiric, the hermetical, and other sects of
practitioners that have arisen in history , and thence
proceeded to the classification of maladies and the

™ook ^4th .hT.''"'"^^^
^"^ ^""" ''^ *his valuablebook wi h absolute precision. Melbury regretted thatthe treat^e was so old, fearing that hc^mi.ht in con^quence be unable to hold as complete a conversation ashe could wish smh Mr. Fitzpiers, primed, no doubt,with more recent discoveries.
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The day of Fitzpiers's return arrived, and he sent to
say that he would call immediately. In the little time
that was afforded for putting the house in order the
sweeping of Melbury's parlour was as the sweeping of
the parlour at the Interpreter's, which well-nigh choked
the Pilgrim. Motes stood in the sunbeams, which
sloped visibly into the room. At the end of it Mrs.
Melbury sat down, folded her hands and l^ps, and
waited. Her husband restlessly walked in and out
from the timber-yard, stared at the interior of the room,
jerked out ' Ay, ay,' and retreated again.

Between four and five Fitzpiers arrived, hitching his
horse to the hook outside the door.

As soon as he had walked in and perceived that
Grace was not in the parlour, he seemed to have a
misgiving. Nothing less than her actual presence could
long keep him to the level of this impassioned enter-
prise

; that lacking he appeared as one who wished to
retrace his steps.

He mechanically talked at what he considered a
woodland matron's level of thought till a rustling was
heard on the stairs, and Grace came in. Fitzpiers was
for once as agitated as she. Over and above the
genuine emotion which she raised in his heart there
hung the sense that he was casting a die by impulse
which he might not have thrown by judgment.

Mr. Melbury was not in the room at the moment.
Having to attend to matters in the yard, he had
delayed putting on his afternoon coat and waistcoat
till the doctor's appearance, when, not wishing to be
backward in receiving him, he entered the parlour
hastily buttoning up those garments. Grace's fastidi-
ousness was a little distressed that Fitzpiers should see
by this action the strain his visit was putting upon her
father

;
and to make matters worse for her just then,

old Grammer seemed to have a passion for incessantly
pumping in the back kitchen, leaving the doors open so
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that the longing and splashing were distinct above the
parlour conversation.

Whenever the chat over the tea sank into pleasant
desultonness Mr. Melbury broke in with speeches of
laboured precision on very remote topics, as if he
feared to let Fitzpiers's mind dwell critically on the
subject nearest the hearts of all. In truth a con-
strained manner was natural enough in Melbury just
now, for the greatest interest of his life was reaching
Its cnsis. Could the real have l^een beheld instead
of the corporeal merely, the corner of the room in
which he sat would have been filled with a form
typical of anxious suspense, large-eyed, tight-lipped,
awaitmg the issue. That paternal hopes and fears
so mtense should lie bound up in the person of one
child so peculiarly circumstanced, and not have dis-
persed themselves over the hrger field of a whole
family, involved dangerous risks to somebody's future
happiness.

Fitzpiers did not stay more than an hour, but
that time had apparently advanced his sentiments
towards Grace, once and for all, from a vaguely
liquescent to an organic shape. She would not have
accompanied him to the door, in response to his
whispered ' Come !

' if her mother had not said in a
matter-of-fact way, 'Of course, Grace; go to the door
with Mr. Fitzpiers.' Accordingly Grace went, both her
parents remaining in the room.

When the young pair were in the great brick-floored
hall the lover took the girl's hand in his, drew it under
his arm, and thus led her on to the front door, where
he stealthily put his lips to her own.

She broke from him trembling, blushed, and turned
aside, hardly knowing how things had advanced to
this. Fitzpiers drove off, kissing his hand to her
and waving it to Melbury, who was visible through
the window. Her father returned the surgeon's action
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with a great flourish of his own hand, and a satisfied

smile.

The intoxication that Fitzpiers had, as usual, pro-
duced in Grace's brain during the visit passed off
somewhat with his withdrawal. She felt like a woman
who did not know what she had been doing for the
previous hour; but supposed with trepidation that the
afternoon's proceedings, though vague, had amounted
to an engagement between herself and the handsome,
coercive, irresistible Fitzpiers.

This visit was a type of many which followed it

during the long summer days of that year. Grace
was borne along upon a stream of reasonings, argu-
ments, and persuasions, supplemented, it must be
added, by inclinations of her own at times. No
woman is without aspirations, which may be innocent
enough within certain limits; and Grace had been so
trained socially, and educated intellectually, as to see
clearly enough a pleasure in the position of wife to such
a man as Fitzpiers. His material standing of itself,

either present or future, had little in it to give her
ambitior., but the possibilities of a refined and cultivated
inner life, of subtle psychological intercourse, had their
charm. It was this rather than any vulgar idea of
marrying well which caused her to float with the current,
and to yield to the immense influence which Fitzpiers
exercised over her whenever she shared his society.

Any observer would shrewdly have prophesied that
whether or not she loved him as yet in the ordinary
sense, she was pretty sure to do so in time.

One evening just before dusk they had taken a
rather long walk together, and for a short cut home-
ward passed through the shrubberies of • Hintock
House— still deserted, and still blankly confronting
with its sightless shuttered windows the surrounding
foliage and slopes.
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Grace was tired, and they approached the wall, and
sat together on one of the stone sills—still warm with
the sun that had lieen pouring its rays upon them all

the afternoon.

'This place would just do for us, would it not,
dearest ?

' said her betrothed, as they sat, turning and
looking idly at the old facade.

'O yes,' said Grace, plainly showing that no such
fancy had ever crossed her mind. * She is away from
home still,' (Irace added in a minute, rather sadly, for
she could not forget that she had somehow lost the
valuable friendship of the lady of this bower.

«Who is?—O, you mean Mrs. Charmond. Do
you know, dear, that at one time I thought you lived
here ?

'

' Indeed,' said Grace. ' How was that ?

'

He explained, as far as he could do so without
mentioning his disappointment at finding it was other-
wise

; and then went on : « Well, never mind that. Now
I want to ask you something. There is one detail
of our wedding which I am sure you will leave to
me. My inclination is not to be married at the
horrid little church here, with all the yokels staring
round at us, and a droning parson reading.'

' Where then can it be ? At a church in town ?
'

* No. Not at a church at all. At a registry
office. It is a quieter, snugger, and more convenient
place in every way.'

' O,' said she with real distress. ' How can I

be married except at church, and with all my dear
friends round me !

'

' Yeoman Winicrborne among them.'

•Yes—why not? You know there was nothing
serious bfetween him and me.'

' You see, dear, a noisy, bell-ringing marriage at
church has this objection in our case: it would be
a thing of report a long way round. Now I would
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ge» ,, as gently as possible, indicate to you how in-
advisable such publicity would be if we leave Hintock,
ano I purchase the practice that I contemplate purchas-
ing at Budmouth—barely twenty miles off. Forgive my
saying that it will be far better if nobody there knows
much of where you come from, nor anything about your
parents. Your beauty and knowledge and manners
will carry you anywhere if you are not hampered by such
retrospective criticism.'

'But could it not be a quiet ceremony, even at
church ?

' she pleaded.
• I don't see the necessity of going there !

' he
said, a trifle impatiently. 'Marriage is a civil con-
tract, and the shorter and simpler it is made the
better. People don't go to church when they take a
house, or even when they make a will.'

*0 Edred—I don't like to hear you speak like
that.'

'Well, well—I didn't mean to. But I have men-
tioned as much to your father, who has made no
objection ; and why should you ?

'

She deemed the point one on which she ought to
allow sentiment to give way to policy—if there were
indeed policy in his plan. But she was indefinably
depressed as they walked homeward.
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XXIV

He left her at the door of her father's house. As
he receded, and was clasped out of sight by the
filmy shades, he impressed Grace as a man who hardly
appertamed to her existence at all. Cleverer, greater
than herself, one outside her mental orbit, as she
considered him, he seemed to lie her ruler rather than
her equal, protector, and dc;ar familiar friend.

The disappointment she hau experienced at his
wish, the shock given to her girlish sensibilities by
his irreverent views of marriage, together with the
sure and near approach of the day fixed for com-
mitting her future to his keeping, made her so restless
that she could scarcely sleep at all that night. She
rose when the sparrows Ixigan to creep cu of the
oof-holes, sat on the floor of her room in the dim

ht, and by and by peeped out behind the window
curtains.

It was even now day out of doors, though the
tones of morning were feeble and wan, and it was
long before the sun would l)e perceptible in th-s
overshadowed vale. Not a sound came from any
of the out-houses as yet. The tree-trunks, the road
the out-buildings, the garden, every object, wore that
aspect of mesmeric passivity which the quietude of
dayl)reak lends to such scenes. Helpless immobility
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seemed to be combined with intense consciousness : a
nieditatiyc inertness possessed all things, oppressively
contrasting with her own active emotions. Beyond
the road were some cottage roofs and orchards; over
these roofs and over the apple-trees behind, high up
the slope, and kicked by the plantation on the crest,
was the house yet occupied by her future husband,
the rough -cast front sho ing whitely through its

creepers. The window-sh. rTs were closed, the bed-
room curtains closely drawn, and not the thinnest
coil of smoke rose from the rugged chimneys.

Something broke the stillness. The front-door of
the house she was gazing at opened softly, and there
came out into the porch a female figure, wrapped in
a large cloak, beneath which was visible the white
skirt of a long loose garment like a night-dress. A
grey arm, stretching from within the porch, adjusted
the cloak over the woman's shoulders; it was with-
drawn and disappeared, the door closing behind her.

The woman went quickly down the box-edged path
between the raspberries and currants, and as she
walked her well-developed form and gait betrayed her
individuality. It was Suke Damson, the affianced one
ol simple young Tii.i Tangs. At the bottom of the
garden she entered the shelter of th- ^11 hedge, and
only the top of her head could be .sv..n hastening in
the direction of her own dwelling.

Grace had recognized, or thought she recognized,
m the grey arm stretching from the porch, the sleeve
of a dressing-gown which Mr. Fitzpiers had lieen
wearing on her own memorable visit to liim. Her
face fired red. She had just lx;fore thought of dressing
herself and taking a lonely walk under the trees, so
coolly green this early morning ; but she now sat down
on her bed and fell into reverie.

It seemed as if hardly any time had passed when
she heard the household moving briskly about, and
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breakfast preparing downstairs; though, on rousing
herself to rof)e and descend, she found that the sun
was throwing his rays completely over the tree-tops,
a progress in the world's diurnal turn denoting that
at least three hours had elapsed since she last looked
out of the window.

When attired she searched about the house for her
father; she found him at last in the garden, stooping
to examine the potatoes for signs of disease. Hearing
her rustle he stood up and stretched his back and
arms, saying, « Morning t'ye, Gracie. I congratulate
ye. It is only a month to-day to the time !

'

She did not answer, but, without lifting her dress
waded between the dewy rows of tall potato-green into
the middle of the plot where he was.

' I have l)een thinking very much about my position
this morning— ever since it was light,' she began
excitedly, and trembling so that she could hardly
stand. ' And I feel it is a false one. I wish not to
marry Mr. Fitzpiers. I wish not to marry anybody •

but I'll marry Giles VVinterborne if you say I must
as an alternative.'

Her father's face settled into rigidity, he turned
pale, and came deliljerately out of the plot before he
answered her. She had never seen him look so in-
censed before.

'Now, hearken to me,' he said. 'There's a time
for a woman to alter her mind ; and there's a time
when she can no longer alter it, if she has any right
eye to her parents' honour and the seemliness of things
That time has come. I won't say to ye, you shall
marry him. But I will say, that if you refuse, I shall
for ever be ashamed and aweary of ye as a daughter,
and shall look upon you as the hope of my life no
more. What do you know about life and what
It can bring forth, and how you ought to act to
lead up to best ends? O, you are an ungrateful
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maid, Grace; yoi- c seen that fellow Giles, and he
has got over y:; thut's r-here the secret lies, I'll

warrant me !

'

' No, father, n. ! Jt is lot Giles—it is something
I cannot tell you o."

—

'Well, make fools of us all; make us laughing-
stocks

; break it off; have your own way !

'

'But who knows of the engagement as yet; how
can breaking it disgrace you ?

'

Melbury then by degrees admitted that he had
mentioned the engagement to this acquaintance and
to that, till she perceived that in his restlessness and
pride he had published it every^vhere. She went dis-
mally away to a bower of laurel at the top of the garden.
Her father followed her.

'It is that Giles Winterborne !

' he said with an
upbraiding gaze at her.

'No, it is not; though for that matter you en-
couraged him once !

' she said, troubled to the verge
of despair. ' It is not Giles, it is Mr. Fitzpiers.'

'You've had a tiff—a lovers' tiff—that's all, I
suppose ?

'

' It is some woman '

*Ay, ay; you are jealous. The old story. Don't
tell me. Now do you bide here. I'll send Fitzpiers
to you. I saw him smoking in front of his house but
a minute bygone.'

He went off hastily out of the garden-gate and
down the lane. But she would not stay where she
was; and edging through a slit in the garden fence
walked away into the wood.

Just about here the trees were large and wide
apart, and there was no undergrowth, so that she
could be seen to some distance ; a svlph-like greenish-
white creature, as toned by the sunlight and leafage.
She heard a footfall crushing dead leaves behind her,
and turning hastily found herself reconnoitred by
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Fitzpiers himself, approaching gay and fresh as the
morning around them.

His remote gaze at her had been one of mild
mterest rather than of rapture. But she looked so
lovely in the green world about her; her pink cheeks,
her simple light dress, and the delicate flexibility
of her movements acquired such rarity from their
wild-wood setting, that his eyes kindled as he drew
near.

'My darling, what is it? Your father says you
are in the pouts, and jealous, and I don't know
what. Ha! ha! ha! as if there were any rival to
you, except vegetable nature, in this home of recluses.
We know better.'

'Jealous; O no, it is not so,' said she gravely.
'That's a mistake of his and yours, sir. I spoke to
him so closely about the question of marriage with you
that he did not apprehend my state of mind.'

'But there s something wrong—eh?' he asked
eyeing her narrowly, and bending to kiss her.

She shrank away, and his purposed kiss miscarried.
' What is it ?

' he said, more seriously for this little
defeat.

She made no answer beyond, « Mr. Fitzpiers, I have
had no breakfast, I must go in.'

' Come,' he insisted, fixing his eyes upon her. « Tell
me at once, I say.'

It was the greater strength against the smaller, but
she was mastered less by his manner than by her own
sense of the unfairness of silence.

' I looked out of the window,' she said with hesita-
tion. • I'll tell you by and by. I must go indoors. I

have had no breakfast.'

By a sort of divination his conjecture went straight
to the fact. ' Nor I,' said he lightly. ' Indeed, I rose
late to-day I have had a broken night, or rather
morning. A girl of the village—I don't know her
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name—came and rang at my bell as soon as it was
light—between four and five I should think it was—
perfectly maddened with an aching tooth. As nobody
heard her ring she threw some gravel at my window,
till at last I heard her and slipped on my dressing-
gown and went down. The poor thing had come
half-dressed to beg me, with tears in her eyes, to take
out her tormentor, if I dragged her head off. Down
she sat and out it came; a lovely molar, not a speck
upon it

; and off she went with it in her handkerchief,
much contented, though it would have done good work
for her for fifty years to come.'

It was all so plausible— so completely explained.
Knowing nothing of the intimacy established in the
hayfield on old Midsummer Eve, Grace felt that her
suspicions were unworthy and absurd, and with the
readiness of an honest heart she jumped at the
opportunity of honouring his word. At the moment
of her mer ' iibration the bushes about the garden
had mover

. her father emerged into the shady
glade.

' Well, T hope it is made up ?
' he said cheerily.

'O yes,' said Fitzpiers, with his eyes fixed on
Grace, whose eyes were shyly bent downwards.

'Now,' said her father, 'tell me, the pair of ye,
that you still mean to take one another for good and
all; and on the strength o't you shall ha^e another
couple of hundred paid down. I swear it by the Name.'

Fitzpiers took her hand. 'We declare it, do we
not, my dear Grace ? ' said he.

Relieved of her doubt, somewhat overawed, and ever
anxious to please, she was disposed to settle the matter.
Yet, woman-like, she would not relinquish her oppor-
tunity of asking a concession of some sort. ' If our
wedding can be at church, I say yes,' she answered in a
measured voice. ' If not, I say no.'

Fitzpiers was generous in his turn. 'It shall be
"5
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SO,' he rejoined gracefully.
« To holy church we'll go—and much good may it do us.'

They returned throu^'i the bushes indoors, Grace
walkmg full of thought between the other two, some-
what comforted both by Fitzpiers's ingenuous explana-
tion and by the sense that she was not to he deprived
of a religious ceremony. «So let it be,' she said to
herself. • Pray God it is for the best.'

From this hour there was no serious recalcitration
on her part. Fitzpiers kept himself continually near
her, dominating any rebellious impulse, and shaping
her will into passive concurrence with all his desires.
Apart from his lover-like anxiety to possess her, the
few golden hundreds of the timber-dealer, ready to
hand, formed a warm background to Grace's lovely
face and went some way to remove his uneasiness
at the prospect of endangering his professional and
social chances by an alliance with the family of a
simple countryman.

The interim closed up its perspective surely and
silently. Whenever Grace had any doubts of her
posuion the sense of contracting time was like a
shortening chamber: at other moments she was com-
paratively blithe.

Day after day waxed and waned; the one or two
woodmen who sawed, shaped, or spokeshaved on her
fathers premises at this inactive season of the year
regularly came and unlocked the doors in the morning'
locked them m the evening, supped, leant over their
garden-gatec for a whiff of evening air, and to catch
any last and furthest throb of news from the outer
world, which entered and expired at Little Hintock
hke the exhausted swell of a wave in some innermost
cavern of some innermost creek of an embayed sea •

yet no news interfered with the nuptial purpose at
their neighbour's house.
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The sappy gieen twig-tips of the season's growth
would not, she thought, be appreciably woodier on
the day she became a wife, so near was the time ; the
tints of the foliage would hardly haw changed.
Everything was so much as usual that no itinerant
stranger would have supposed a woman's fate to be
hanging in the balance at that summer's decline.

But there were preparations, imaginable en jugh by
those who had special knowledge. In the remote
and fashionable city of Exonbury somethmg was grow-
ing up under the hands of several persons who had
never seen Grace Melhury, never would see her, or
care anything alx)ut her at all; though their creation
had such mteresting relation to her life that it would
enclose her very heart at a moment when that heart
would beat, if not with more emotional ardour, at least
with more emotional turbulence than at any previous
time.

Why did Mrs. Dollery's van on its return from
Sherton, instead of passing along the highway to
Abbot's Cernel direct, turn one Saturday night into
Little Hintock Lane, and never pull up till it reached
Mr. Melbury's gates ? The gilding sheen of evening
fell upon a large flat box, not less than a yard square
and safely tied with cord, as it was handed out from
under the tilt with a great deal of care. But it was
not heavy for its size; Mrs. Dollery herself carried
it into the house. Tim Tangs, the hollow-turner,
Cawtree, Suke Damson, and others, looked knowing
and made remarks to each other as they watched its

entrance. Melbury stood at the door of the timber-
shed in the attitude of a man to whom such an arrival
wap a trifling domestic detail with which he did not
cond-scend to be concerntd. Yet he well di%aned
the contents of that box, and was in truth all the
while in a pleasant exaltation at the proof that thus
far, at any rate, no disappointment had supervened
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VVhile Mrs. Dolleiy remained-which was rather Ion.

L Cl K
^*»e outhouse; but as soon as she

h^ entreHTh''!^' ^" ^'^' ""^ ^^^ ^"'"bled away

he shoud find r""^^
'° ^"^ ^^'^^^ "hat he knewne snould find—his wife and daughter in a flnff^rof excitement over the wedding-gown ust aSfi^m the leading dressmaker of ILnbirnUy "oTe'

to £"teVn?'h'''?'
?''^'' ^^interborne was nowhere

n HinS Z hS M ""' ^^" ^^°^ °^ *^'« tenure

up the Test n^ ^ '^^^^ °^ h'^ ^"^"it"^^' packed

of neLsarv~^o hf
^'"^'' '"^^^ ^^ associations,or ntcessary to his occupation—in the house of o

^c:r'M;^h;/"' r^ ^r- ^-p'-a^ i:
never ionen^ 'T !"'° ^'' ^^^•> ^^at he hadnever gone near a church latterly, and had beensometimes seen on Sundays with unblacked 1,^.lymg on his elbow under a tree with o- ,

'

at surrounding objects He «^c l ,

^"'"^^ ^^^^

Hintcck wh.n fl-i f .

""^ h'^'^'y to return tonintcck when the cider-making season came roimHhis apparatus being stored there, and traTerwi h h^mill and press from village to vill^e.
^'

1 he narrow interval that stood before the d;ivdiminished yet. There was in Grace? r^ndsome"^

of filLX" -*-P^t;ve -tisfaction, the sadsfSor reeling that she would be the heroine of an hr.nr •

moreover she was proud, as a cultivated wolin"^be the wife of a cultivated man. It was ^TZl
tunity denied very frequently to young Tomen TZrposition, nowadays not a few • thnlTi u

^^
discoverv «f fK i f '

^hose m whom parental(Uscovery of the value of education has implantedtastes which parental circles fail to grati^ But whjan attenuation this cold pride was ^o? The dr^m oher youth, in which she had pictured he^elf TaJJinJm state towards the altar, flushed by the puUSand bloom of her own passion. withLt a 's n^g^e mt
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giving as to the sealing of the bond, and fervently

receiving as her due

' The homage of a thou.' ad hearts ; the fond deep love of one.'-

Everything had been clear then, in imagination; now
something was undefined. She had little carking
anxieties; a curious fatefulness seemed to rule her,

and she experienced a mournful want of some one to

confide in.

The day loomed so big and nigh that her prophetic
ear could in fancy catch the noise of it, hear the

murmur of the villagers as she came out of chtirch,

imagine the jangle of the three thin-toned Hintock
bells. The dialogues seemed to grow louder, and
the ding-ding-dong of those three crazed bells more
persistent. She awoke : the morning had come.

Five hours later she was the wife of Fitzpiers.
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XXV

The chief hotel at Sherton Abbas was the ' E?rl ofWessex'-a large stone-fronted inn with a yawnine
arch under which vehicles were driven by stooping
coachmen to back premises of wonderful commod?
ousness. The windows to the street were muUioned
into narrow lights, and only commanded a view of
the opposite houses; hence, perhaps, it arose that the
best and most luxurious private sitting-room that themn could afford overlooked the lateral parts of
the establishment, where beyond the yard were to be
seen gardens and orchards now bossed, nay encrusted
with scarlet and gold fru., stretching to infinite dis-
tance under a luminous lavender mist. The time was
early autumn,

• When the fair apples, red as evening sky,
Do bend the tree unto the fruitful ground,
When juicy pears, and berries of black dye
Do dance in air, and call the eyes around.'

The landscape confronting the window might indeed
have been part of the identical stretch of country which
the youthful Chatterton had in his mind when he
penned those lines.

In this room sat she who had been the maiden
Grace Melbury till the finger of fate touched her and
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turned her to a wife. It was two months after the
wedding, and she was alone. Fitzpiers had walked
out to see the abljcy by the light of sunset, but she
had l)een too fatigued to accompany him. They had
reached the last stage of a long eight-weeks' tour, and
were going on to Hintock that night.

In the yard Ixitween Grace and the orchards there
progressed a scene natural to the locality at this time
of the year. An apple-mill and press had been erected
on the spot, to which some men were bringing fruit

from divers points in mawn-baskets, while others were
grinding them, and others wringing down the pomace,
whose sweet juice gushed forth into tulxs and pails.
The superintendent of these proceedings, to whom the
others spoke as master, was a young yeoman of pre-
possessing manner and aspect, whose form she recog-
nized in a moment. He had hung his coat to a nail
of the outhouse wall, and wore his shirt-sleeves rolled
up beyond his elbows, to keep them unstained while
he rammed the pomace into the bags of horsehair.
Fragments of apple-rind had alighted upon the brim
of his hat—probably from the bursting of a bag
while brown pips of the same fruit were sticking among
the down upoi. ais fine round arms, and in his beard.

She realized in a moment how he had come there.
Down in the heart of the apple-country nearly every
farmer kept a cider-making apparatus and wring-house
for his own use, building up the pomace in great
straw 'cheeses,' as they were called; but here, on
the margin of Pomona's plain, was a debatable land
neither orchard nor sylvan exclusively, where the apple-
produce was hardly sufficient to warrant each pro-
prietor in keeping a mill of his own. This was the
field of the travelling cider-maker. His press and mill
were fixed to wheels instead of being set up in a cider-
house; and with a couple of horses, buckets, tubs,
strainers, and an assistant or two, he wandered from
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p?'.ce to place, deriving very satisfactory returns for
his trouble in such a prolific season as the present.

The back parts of the town were just now alxjund-
ing with apple-gatherings. They stood in the yards in
carts, baskets, and loose heaps ; and the blue stagnant
air of autumn which hung over everything was heavy
with a sweet cidery smell. Cakes of pomace lay against
the walls in the yellow sun, where they were dryinij to
be used as fuel. Vet it was not the great make of
the year as yet

; before the standard crop came in there
accumulated, in abundant times like this, a large super-
fluity of early apples, and windfalls from the trees of
ater harvest, which would not keep long. Thus in the
baskets, and quivering in the hopper of the mill, she
saw specimens of mixed dates, including the mellow
countenances of streaked-jacks, codlins, costards, stub-
b. 3, rathenpes, and other well-known friends of her
ru- i.aous youth.

Grace watched the head man with interest. The
slightest sigh escaped her. Perhaps she thought of the
day—not so far distant—when that friend of her child-
hood had met her by her father's arrangement in this
same town, warm with hope, though diffident, and trustingm a promise rather implied than given. Or she might
have thought of days earlier yet—days of childhood—
when her mouth was somewhat more ready to receive a
kiss from his than was his to bestow one. However
all that was over. She had felt superior to him then,'
and she felt superior to him now.

She wondered why he never looker' towards her
open window. She did not know that in the slight
commotion caused by their arrival at the inn that after-
noon Wmterborne had caught sight of her through the
archway, had turned red, and was continuing his work
with more concentrated attention on the very account of
his discovery. Robert Creedlc, too, who travelled with
triles, had been incidentally informed by the ostler that
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l>r. Fitzpiers and his young wife were in the hotel;
after which news Creedlv. kept shaking his head and
saying to himself, Ah!' very audibly, Ix-tween his
thrusts at the screw of the cider-press,

• Why the deuce do you sigh like that, Robert ?

'

asked Winterborne at last

' Ah, maister,— 'tis my thoughts—'tis my thoughts

!

. . . Yes, ye've lost a hundred load o' timhi - w 11

seasoned; ye've lost five hundred pound in guud
money

; ye've lost the stone-wi idered house that's big
enough to hold a dozen familie^i

; ye've lost your share
of half-a-dozen good waggons and their horses;—all
lost !—through your letting slip she that was once
yer own !

'

' Good God, Creedle ! you'll drive me mad ! ' said
Giles sternly. ' Don't speak of that any more !

'

Thus the subject had ended in the yard. Mean-
while, the passive cause of all this loss still regarded the
scene. She was lieautifully dressed; she was seated
in the most comfortable room that the inn afforded;
htf long journey had been full of variety, and almost
luxuriously performed, for Fitzpiers did not study
economy where pleasure was in question. Hence it

perhaps arose that Giles and all his belongings seemed
sorry and common to her for the moment—moving in
a groove so fai* removed from her own of late that she
could scarcely Ijelieve she had ever found congruity
therein.

' No—I could never have married him ! ' she said,
gently shaking her head. ' Dear father was right. It
would have l)eer ' .o rough a life for me.' And she
looked at the rings of sapphire and opal upon her
white and slender fingers that had been gifts from
Fitzpiers.

Seeing that Giles still kept his back turned, and with
a little of the above-described pride of life easily to be
understood, possibly excused, in a young, inexperienced
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woman, who thought she had married well—she cried
at last, with a smile on her lips, • Mr. Winterljome

'

He appeared to take no heed, and she said a second
time, ' Mr. Winterborne !

'

Even now he seemed not to hear, though a person
close enough to him to see the expression of his face
might have doubted it; and she said a third time, with
a timid loudness, • Mr. Winterborne ! What, have you
forgotten my voice?' She remained with her lips
parted in a welcoming smile.

He turned without surprise and came deliberately
towards the window.

'Why do you call me?' he said, with a sternness
that took her completely unawares, his face being now
pale. ' Is It not enough that you see me here moiling
and muddling for my daily bread while you are sitting
there m your success, that you can't refrain from
opening old wounds by calling out my name ?

'

She flushed, and was struck dumf) for some
moments; but she forgave his unreasoning anger
knowing so well in what it had its root.

'

•I am sorry I offended you by speaking, Giles'
she replied. 'Believe me, I did not intend to do
that. I could hardly sit here so near vou without a
word of recognition.'

Winterborne's heart had swollen big and his eyes
grown moist by this time, so much had the gentle
answer of that familiar voice moved him. He assured
her hurriedly, and without looking at her, that he was
not angry. He then managed to ask her, in a clumsy
constrained way, if she had had a pleasant journey
and seen many interesting sights. She spoke of a
few places that she had visited, and so the time passed
till he withdrew to take his place at one of the levers
which pulled round the screw.

Forgotten her voice! Indeed, he had not for-
gotten her voice, as his bitterness showed. But though
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m the heat of the moment he had reproached her
keenly, his second mood was a far more tender one— that which could regard her renunciation of such
as he as her glory and her privilege, his own fidelity
notwithstanding. He could have declared with a con-
temporary poet

—

' If I forget,

The salt creek may forget the fjcean ;"
I forget

The heart flowed my heart's bright motion,
Mny I sinl .ier than tlic worst,

V - -ne<l, outcast, crushed, accurst,—
If I forget.

Though you forget,

No word of mine shall mar your pleasure ;

Though you forget,

—

You filled my barren life with treasure ;

You may withdraw the gift you gave,

You still are queen, I still am slave.

Though you forgef
'

She had tears in her eyes at the thought that she
could not remind him of what he ought to have re-
membered

; that not herself but the pressure of events
had dissipated the dreams of their early youth.

Grace was thus unexpectedly worsted in her en-
counter with her old friend. She had opened the
window with a faint sense of triumph, but he had
turned it into sadness ; she did not quite comprehend
the reason why. In truth it was because she was not
cruel enough in her cruelty. If you have to use the
knife, use it, say the great surgeons; and for her
own peace Grace should have handled Winterhorne
thoroughly or not at all. As it was, on closing the
wmdow an indescrilmble—some might have said dan-
gerous—pity quavered in her bosom for him.
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Presently her husband entered the room, and toldher what a wonderful sunset there was to be seen
'I have not noticed it. But I have seen some-

i^o'thrcour
*'" "^ '"°^' ''' ''''^' '-^-«

Fitzpiers followed the direction of her eyes, and
said he did not recognize anybody

'Why, Mr Winterborne-there he is cider-making.He combines that with his other business, you know

'

U—that fellow,' said Fitzpiers, his curiosity be-coming extinct. ^

a f^n!;/^?r?,^""r'
.' ^^'^^'' ^" ^'- Winterborne

Jful fr"^ • ^' '' *"" I "-^^ J"«t saying to
myself that I never could have married him; but Ihave much regard for him, and always shall

'

•Well, do by all means, my dear one. I dare
say I am inhuman, and supercilious, and contemp-
tibly proud of my poor old ramshackle family: but Ido honestly confess to you that I feel as if I belonged

in t'hat y^rT'
''"" '"" ''' ^^^^'^ "'^° ''' ^^'^^^

bett'etthanT^eir?^'
"°' ^'^"^ '^' ^^ ^^^^ '« ^

He looked at her with a droll sort of awakening.
It was, indeed a startling anomaly that this woman
of the tnl^ without should l^e standing there besidehim as his wife, if his sentiments were as he had saidIn their travels together she had ranged so unerringly
at his level in ideas, tastes, and habits, that he hadalmost forgotten how his heart had played havoc with
his ambition in taking her to him.

^K• ''^'''r":^^''"
^'"^ ''^*^"^^ ^"^ educated into some-

thing quite different,' he said self-assuringly
' I don't quite like to think that,' she murmured

W .T"*- 'o"^ ' '•^'"^ >'°" under-estimate GiS
Vmterborne. Remember I was brought up with h n

till I was sent away to school, so I cannot be radically
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different. At any rate I don't feel so. That is no
doubt my fault, and a great blemish in me. But I
hope you will put up with it, Edred.'

Fitzpiers said that he would endeavour to do so
and as It was now getting on for dusk they prepared
to perform the last stage of their journey, so as to
arrive at Hintock l)efore it grew very late.

In less than half-an-hour they started, the cider-
makers m the yard having ceased their labours and
gone away, so that the only sounds audible there
now were the trickling of the juice from the tightly
screwed press, and the buzz of a single wasp, which
had drunk itself so tip.sy that it was unconscious of
nightfall.

Grace was very cheerful at the thought of being
soon m her sylvan home; but Fitzpiers sat l)eside her
almost silent. An indescribable oppressiveness had
overtaken him with the near approach of the journey's
end and the realities of life that lay there. It was
two months since he married her.

'You don't say a word, Edred,' she observed.
Aren t you glad to get back ? I am.'

* You have friends here. I have none.'
' But my friends are yours.'
' O yes—in that sense.'

The conversation languished, and they drew near
the end of Hintock Lane. It had been decided
that they should, at least for a time, take up their
abode m her father's roomy house, one wing of which
was quite at their service, being almost disused by the
Melburys Workmen had been painting, papering, and
white-washing this set of rooms in the wedded mir's
absence

:
and so scrupulous had been the timber-dealer

that there should occur no hitch or disappointment
on their arrival that not the smallest detail remained

r?T' 1° T^^ '^ '''" complete a ground-floor room
Had been fitted up as a surgery, with an independent
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outer door, to which Fitzpiers's brass plate was screwed
—for mere ornament, such a sign being quite super-
fluous where everybody knew the latitude and longitude
of his neighbours for miles round.

Melbury and his wife welcomed the twain with
affection, and all the house showed them deference.
They went up to explore their rooms, that opened
from a passage on the left hand of the staircase, the
entrance to which could be shut off on the landing
by a door that Melbury had hung for the purpose.
A friendly fire was burning in the grate, although it

was not cold. Fitzpiers said it was too soon for
any sort of meal, they only having dined shortly before
leaving Sherton Abbas; he would walk across to his
old lodging to learn how his deputy had got on in
his absence.

In ler-ing Melbury's door he looked back at the
house. There was economy in living under that roof
—and economy was desirable; but in some way he
was dissatisfied with the arrangement; it immersed
him so deeply in son-in-lawship to Melbury. He
went on to his former residence; his locum tenens was
out, and Fitzpiers fell into conversation with his old
landlady.

' Well, Mrs. Cox, what's the best news ? ' he asked
of her with cheery weariness.

She was a little soured at losing by his marriage so
profitable a tenant as the surgeon had proved to be
during his residence under her roof; and the more so
in there being hardly the remotest chance of her getting
such another settler in the Hintock solitudes. "Tis
what I don't wish to repeat, sir ; least of all to you,'
she mumbled.

' Never mind me, Mrs. Cox
; go ahead.'

' It is what people say about your hasty marrying,
Dr. Fitzpiers. ^Vhereas they won't believe you know
such clever doctrines in physic as they once supposed
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of ye, seeing as you could marry into Mr. Melbury's
family, which is only Hintock-born such as I be
meself.'

'They are kindly welcome to their opinion,' said
Fitzpiers, not allowing himself to recognize that he
wmced. ' Anything else ?

'

' Yes
; shes come home at last.'

' Who's she ?

'

' Mrs. Charmond.'
'O indeed,' said Fitzpiers, with but sUght interest.

' I've never seen her.'

' She has seen you, sir, whether or no.'
' Never.'

' Yes. She saw you in some hotel ox street for a
minute or two whilst you were away travelling, and
accidentally heard your name; and when she made
some remark about you, Miss Ellis—that's her maid
—told her you was on your wedding-tour with Mr.
Melburys daughter; and she said, "He ought to have
done better than that. I tear he has spoilt his
chances," she says.'

Fitzpiers did not talk much longer to this cheering
housewife, and walked home with no very brisk stepHe entered the door quie^y, and went straight up-
stairs to the drawing-room extemporized for their use
by Melbury in his and his bride's absence, expecting
to find her there as he had left her.

The fire was burning still but there were no lights •

he looked into the next apartment fitted up as a dinine-
room, but no supper was laid. He went to the top of
the stairs and heard a chorus of voices in the timber-
merchant's pariour below, Grace's being occasionally
intermingled. ^

Descending, and looking into the room from the
doorway, he found quite a large gathering of neighbours
and other acquaintances, praising and congratulating
Mrs. titzpiers on her return, among them being the
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dainrman, Farmer Cawtree. and the relieving officer
from Great Hmtock

: also the road - contractor, the
master-tanner, the exciseman, and some others with

tZL'^^'f
Grace-girl that she was-had quite

forgotten her new dignity, and her husband's; she was
in the midst of them, blushing and receiving their com-
phments with all the pleasures of old comradeship.

Fitzpiers ecperienced a profound distaste for the
situation Melbury was nowhere in the room, butMe bury s wife, perceiving the doctor, came to him.We thought, Grace and 1/ she said, ' that as they
have called heanng you were come, we could do no
ess than ask them to supper; and then Grace proposed
that we should all sup together as it is the first night
of your return.' ^

By this time Grace had come round to him ' Is
It not good of them to welcome me so warmly?'
she exclaimed, with tears of friendship in her eyes
After so much good feeling I could not think of our

shutting ourselves up away from them in our own
dinmg-room.'

' Cert£ inly not-certainly not,' said Fitzpiers. Andhe entered the room >vith the heroic smile of a martyr
As soon as they sat down to table Melbury came

m, and seemed to see at once that Fitzpiers wouldmuch rather have received no such demonstrative re-
ception. He thereupon privately chid his wife for her
forwardness ,n the matter. Mrs. Melbury declared
that It was as much Grace's doing as her , after which

tenTerlte'
""' '' "^ "^' '^ ^^^ ^^""^—'«

By this time Fitzpiers was making the best of his
position among the wide-elbowed and genial company

rrnirK''""^.''"^.'^""'^'"^' '^"^^'"^ «"d joking
around him; and, getting warmed himself by the trood
cheer, he was obliged to admit that, after all, the supper
was not the least enjoyable he had ever knowr..
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At times, however, the words about his having
spoiled his opportunities, repeated to him as coming
from Mrs. Charmond, haunted him like a handwriting
on the wall. Then his manner would become suddenly
abstracted. At one moment he would mentally put
an mdignant query why Mrs. Charmond or any other
^o™a" .should make it her business to have opinions
about his opportunities: at another he thought that
he could hardly be angry with her for taking an interestm the doctor of her own parish. Then he would drink
a glass of grog and so get rid of the misgiving.

These hitches and quaffings were soon perceived
by Grace as well as by her father; and hence both of
them were much relieved when the first of the guests
to discover that the hour was growing late rose and
declared that he must think of moving homewards.
At the words Melbury rose as alertly as if lifted by a
spring

; and in ten minutes they were gone.
' Now, Grace,' said her husband as soon as he found

himself alone with her in their private apartments,
•we've had a very pleasant evening, and everybody has
been very kind. But we must come to an understand-
ing about our way of living here. If we continue in
these rooms there must be no mixing in with your
people below. I can't stand it, and that's the truth.'

She had been sadly surprised at the suddenness
of his distaste for those old-fashioned woodland forms
of life which in his courtship he had professed to
regard with so much interest. But she assented in
a moment.

'We must be simply your father's tenants,' he
continued, 'and our goings and comings must be as
independent as if we lived elsewhere.'

'Certainly, Edred— I quite see that it must be
so.'

' But you joined in with all those people in my
absence, without knowing whether I should approve
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or disapprove. When I came I couldn't help myself

thoueh'ttfv'"^^
'^""-^ "^ ^ °"g^» '^ have waited;

Thus the discussion ended, and the next davFi^Pjers went on his old rounds as usL But^?

rLrL discerned, that be was no longed

St ^'. ^" ,^'^'""''^' unfathomed gentleman ofhmitbss poentiality, scientific and sodal ; bu? asMr. Melbury's compeer, and therefore in a d;gree onlv

wkrall'tr?"- J^' «^"^-^ woodland^h'Swith all the strength of inherited conviction to the

^Ssel he! ?r "^"^ °"" °^ ^he old Oakbury

touchrnfnf hTk "* '''°'^"^ *° '^'"^ ^°^ nothing a

ferenrr nf
'^^t-bnms, promptness of service, and de-

hough he':Srf'''-r''''
''^'^'"^y "^^ '- ^- -thorn

proved a tStiT '1°^"^ ""^ °^"'-- B"* "°^' having

Kers wlrS- 1.^?' °^" "^"'" hy this marriage^

by hi ow? H,^ 7"^ '1-?° '"^'•^ ^^ ^ «"P^ri°^ hedg^r)y his own dmnity; while as doctor he began to be

iZl^pt't ^'^" °'' J°"-' ^^^- ^he^ had ^
His few patients seemed in his two months' ah.sence to have dwindled considerably in number anH

z:z7 n'\^' rr''' ^han thLrcart'ht

mof nr^l .^'" "'^•""'"^ ^y his substitute. In aht of pnde Fitzpiers resigned his appointment as one

n ceuVo?hr n.^he U,i,,, ^^ haSX^^hnucleus ot his practice here

-ednc\Vrr.;' '
'""'"li^'^

'^^^ ^^"^^ ^"doors oneevemng to Grace, more briskly than usual 'THpv

mouth that I once negotiated for,' he said to her
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'The premium asked is eight hundred pounds, and
I think that between your father and myself it ought
to be raised. Then we can get away from this place
for ever.'

The question had been mooted between them
before, and she was not unprepared to consider it.

They had not proceeded far with the discussion when
a knock came to the door, and in a minute Grammer
ran up to say that a message had arrived from Hin-
tock House requesting Dr. Fitzpiers to attend there at
once. Mrs. Charmond had met with a slight accident
through the overturning of her carriage.

'This is something, anyhow,' said Fitzpiers, rising
with an interest which he could not have defined.
' I have had a presentiment that this mysterious woman
and I were to be better acquainted.'

The latter wor( were murmured to himself alone.
*/^°«d-nJgJit.' said Grace as soon as he was ready.

' I shall be asleep probably when you return.'
' Good-night,' he replied inattentively, and went

downstairs. It was the first time since their marriage
that he had left her without a kis*'.
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XXVI

WiNTERBORNE had given up his house. On thisaccount his face was seen but fitfully in Hbto^k

nW I "'k^ r^^^y ^^'^ disappeared from^he

Sh'm rr^'' K^""' ^ ^«gh^ business conn^tonHith Melbury, on whose premises Giles kept his ddermaking apparatus now that he had no pace of htown to stow it in.
^ "'^

Coming here one aft( -on on his way to a hut

^^^';u f^-r^^' ^^^'^ he now slept, L noticed

werl tvellT T
''"" ''' '^'' ""^ '"^^ '^'e walwere levelled. In present circumstances he had afeelmg for the spot that might have been caSed morbid, and when he had supped in the hut aforesaid

returTt Litt,
' R

''* T' '°"^ ^^^^ bedtime o

ovTth^vl^n^''''"'^. '" '^' *""^^^^' ^"d ramble

Ihe day
^'""""^ °" ^^'"^ ^^^ had first seen

He repeated this evening visit on several like occaSH^ns. Even m the gloom he could trace where thedifferent roon^ had stood; could mark the shape ofhe kitchen chimney-corner in which he had ro^st^apples and potatoes in his boyhood, cast his Xs
Deiong to him. The apple-trees still remained to show
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where the garden had been, the oldest of them even
now retaining the crippled slant to north-east given
them by the great November gale of 1824, which
earned a brig Ixxlily over the Chesil liank. They were
at present Injnt to still greater obliquity by the heavi-
ness of their produce. Apples bobbed against his
Head, and m the grass beneath he crunched scores of
them as he walked. There was nobody to gather them
now. °

It was on the evening under notice that, half-sitting,
half-leanmg against one of these inclined trunks
Wmterborne became lost in his thoughts as usual, till
one little star after another had taken up a position in
the piece of sky which now confronted him where his
walls and chimneys had formerly raised their outlines
Ihe house had jutted awkwardly into the raid, and
the opening caused by its absence was very distinct

In the silence the trot of horses and the spin of
carnage wheels l^ecame audible ; the vehicle soon shaped
Itself against the blank sky, bearing down upon himmth the bend in the lane which here occurred, and
ot which the house had been the cause. He could
discern the figure of a woman high up on the driving-
seat of a phaeton, a groom being just visible behind

Pre.sently there was a slight scrape, then a scream.
Wmterborne went across to the spot, and found the
phaeton half overturned, its driver sitting on the heap
of rubbish which had once been his dweUing, and theman seizing the horses' heads. The equipage was
Mrs. Charmond's, and the unseated charioteer thaf
lady herself.

lo his inquiry if she were hurt she made some in-
coherent reply to the effect that she did not know.
1 he damage m other respects was little or none • the
phaeton was righted, Mrs. Charmond placed in it
and the rems given to the servant. It appeared that
She had been deceived by the removal of the house,
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Snl" of^t
*^'P T"^ ^ '^' demolition to be theopening of the road, so that she turned in upon the

%Xfh?'^'^ ^"'' ^ ^^^ y^^' ^-^he^n
nnw Ik

'^O'nf—dnve home !' she cried impatientlyand they started on their way
""paneniiy,

air tew'^tlll^w ^^T"' «°"*^ "^"y P^'^ ^hen. the

The seriousness seemed ludicrous to VVinterbome-but he took the message from the groom, and proc^d^'

£cfinrthe 'd T- "^^"« ^^"^^-^ '^ h'e "eppeltock mto the darkness, and waited till he had seenFitzpiers leave the door. He stood for a few minuTesookmg at the mndow which, by its lightrr^ealSthe room where Grace was sitting; and wenTaw^vunder the gloomy trees.
^^

Fitzpiers duly arrived at Hintock House whosedoors he now saw open for the first time Comr^to his expectation there was visible r , sign of t^
o?t''°ri

'^"" ""^^^ ' ^^^ ^-"d« -0 he mist esof the abode would have occasioned. He was hownmto a room at the top of the staircase, cosily and

ne saw a woman of elegant figure reclining uoon acouch m such a position as not to disturb^ oT ofmagnificent hair on the crown of her head A deenpurple dressmg-gown formed an admirable foil to Speculiarly rich brown of her hair-plaitr; hertf arm

uptrdranfllr'^ ? 'l
^'^ s'houlde,'::ai1hrrn

shpT^i'
'^" ^^^ ^"g^'-s o^ her right hand

the ceiling.
^ '^''^'" *"' '"^""^^ t«^-rds

The doctor's first feeling was a sense of his exa«.
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serated prevision in having brought appliances for
a serious case; the next, something more curious.
While the scene and the moment were new to him
and unanticipated, the sentiment and essence of the
moment were indescribably familiar. What could be
the cause of it ? Probably a dream.

Mrs. Charmond did not move more than to raise
her eyes to him, and he came and stood by her. She
glanced up at his face across her brows and forehead,
and then he observed a blush creep slowly over her
decidedly handsome cheeks. Her eyes, which had
lingered upon him with an inquiring, conscious ex-
pression, were hastily withdrawn, and she mechanically
applied the cigarette again to her lips.

For a moment he forgot his errand, till suddenly
arousing himself he add- ssed her, formally condolec
with her, and made t..e usual professional inquiries
about what had happened to her, and where she was
hurt.

That's what I want you to tell me,' she murmured
in tones of indefinable reserve. 'I quite believe in
you, for I know you are very accomplished, because
you study so hard.'

* I'll do my best to justify your good opinion,' said
the young man, bowing. ' And none the less that I am
happy to find the accident has not been serious.'

' I am very much shaken,' she said.

'O yes,' he replied; and completed his examination,
which convinced him that there was really nothing the
matter with her, and more than ever puzzled him as
to why he had been summoned, since she did not
appear to be a timid woman. ' You must rest a while

;

and I'll send something,' he said.

O, I forgot.' she returned. 'Look here' And
she showed him a little scrape on her arm &e full
round arm that was exposed. « Put some court-plaster
on that, please.'
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>ou no r . ,nt to put a .juestion to y„„. Sit roumlthere I.I froi' of m.- nn tu^t i l •
">umj

candl.
.

,r o.e. to the httle table. Lx, you .moke'Ves^ aats nght-I am learning. Take one ofthest
, am K re's a \iaht ' «k *u

™
acres..

^ '^•"^ *^'^'^^ « niatch l«x

Ft,|),crs c^::.h. ;t, and having lit up regardedZ V";,
^^'^"^ l''^-^'''""' '^hich, with d^e'shSg ^^^^eaadlv., fo, ,,e i.st time afforded him a fuir?i^

'Hfnv ma,,.v years have passed since first we met?'she resumed, m ... voice which she endLour^ tomamtam at ts forn.er pitch of composure and etin^him with daring liashfulness.
^®'"^

' IVe met, do you say ?

'

her hanlthJ o„'.rr;LMw"^ ^"J~^'°
"'"

go tor It, and who answered, "O it k n,./ W
comiiKT ill »,„

*-^i-u, v>», u is not worthcoming all the way up aL^ain for" i v V
and how ver,. lon/wc^^^^ ,1°L, 'eht"";™™';next „„„,,„,,, „hi,,, ,he dew .-a' or, .he ^1

picked" up"t?the„°"
""" I»-i'no.v.

,

'Well?'

;

I kissed it^ he rejoined, rather shamefacedly

dusk?'
/'" had hardly ever seen me excepfin the
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Never mind. I was young then, and I kissed
t. I wondered how I could make the most o^WW/, and deeded that I would .all at your hoT^Hith It that afternoon. It rained, and I waited tinnext day. I called, and you were gint '

"

moZr't
''"'*'^^ '^'' *'^^ ^^ melancholy. Mv

rtd ^„r-^ TJ.^. Tc^r.'-j^ ,r-
»"-'

an-ay to Baden. As it .s aU over and past I'll tTnyou one tiung; I should have sent you fL had Iknown your name. Thai nam. I nevc^ knew till mv

the dew, ,he spot. When I flrt^tVu ^.Ty™^gone ,t was as ,f a cold iron had been passed down ^^t>ack. J went up to where you had st^od wl nTlHsaw you-I flung myself on the gr^ anri J

were, I couldn't forget your voice !

'

^

' For how long ?
'

'O—ever so long. )ays nnd days '

'Days and days! (y«/, days and lays? o theheart of a man! Days and days !

'

'

•But, my dear madam, I had
more than a day or fwo. ft was
love—it was ttse merest bud—red
small. It was n colossal passion in
matured.'

' So much the tetti r perhaps.'
* Perhaps. But see how powerle - .„ .

against predestination
: We were prev( '^tewe have ,r,.t. One fea are of the ca- r >,,ains th.same amid many change While you h.veVTn rich
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I am still poor. Better than that, you have (judgincby your last remark) outgrown the foolish impSfpassions of your early girlhood. I have not out^own

stronl ^^r
^°"''

f'"^""''
"^^ '^^ ^^^ vibrations ofstrong feehngni her words. «! have been placed in

I Z^riv'"V'''^t''
'"^'^ outgrowings. ^esidi"

I don beheve that the genuine subjects of emotiondo outgrow them; I believe that the older suchpeople get the worse they are. Possibly arnlnety ora hundred they may feel they are cured' but a me?ethreescore^and ten won't do it--at least for me, if"l

was^sf^f of.:outT
•" ""'^^^^^"^ ^'™^^^^- «-

'You speak truly,' he exclaimed. 'But you sneaksadly as well. Why is that ?

'

^ ^^
'I always am sad when I come here,' she said

dZnsSat:.'""
'""' ""- " «- "' "^^^^ ^--

' Then may I inquire why you came ?

'

'A man brought me. Women are always carriedabout hke corks upon the waves of masculine ^^
. . .

I hope I have not alarmed you; but Hintock has^e cunous effect of bottling up the' emotions dll oncan no longer hold them; I am often obliged to flyaway and discharge my sentiments somewhS or Ishould die outright'
»cwnere, or i

' There is very good society in the county I suddosp
for those who have the privilege of entering it

'
^^ '

life fr^H^^'
'°- ^"'

u?^
"^'^"y °f ^"»ote countryhfe ,s that your neighbours have no toleration foJdifference of opinion and habit. My neighbours "hinkI am an atheist, except those who think I am aRoman Catholic; and when I speak disLpectLi
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'You don't wish me to stay any longer?' he in-
quired, when he found that she remained musing

' No—I thmk not'
^'

' Then teU me that I am to be gone."
* Why ? cannot you go without ?

'

mysetf."^^
''°"'"^' ""^ °'"' ^*^^'^"S' °"'y' ^ ^^^ *<>

'Well if you do, what then? Do you suppose
you'll be m my way ?

'

suppose

' I feared it might be so.'

•Then, fear no more. But good-night. Come to-morrow and see if I am going on right This Z
?riiVS7ur" ^°"'" '"^- ' ^- ^-^y ^

! li "^^"T""^^
"Pon myself it shall last for ever

'

My best Hopes that it may !

'

Fitzpiers went down the stairs absolutely unable
to decide whether she had sent for him in the

T^i ^'".^'l^^h might have followed her mishap,

L 1« u T^}^/"^"^ °^ "™"^'"g '^^^e^f J^nown to

afforded excellent opportunity.

fhJ^v^tf'' r^l
^°'^'^ ^^ •""'^'^ °^«' the spot under

tJ:^L f '•'" '"""'• ^' '^""^ ^^'y st'^nge that

inhabitant was absent, and observed the house with

lffTZZ/'''T'i *^"* ^^ ^*^°"'^ have assumed

h!;^ .K^ ^-^
^l

''"'^ ^'"^^ '^^' ''' ^^« here shehved; that, in short, at sundry times and seasonshe mdmduahty of Hintock House should have forced
Uself upon him as appertaining to some existence withwhich he was concerned.

The intereection of his temporal orbit with MrsCharmonds for a day or two in the past had created
asentimental interest in her at the time, but it had

S\V^ 'r"'''7i
'*'"' '" '^^ ^--^'"^^ «">^^rd rollof affairs he would scarce ever have recalled it again
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To find her here, however, in these somewhat romantic
circumstances, magnified that bygone and transitory
tenderness to indescribable proporticiis.

On entering Little Hintock he found himself re-
gardmg that hamlet in a new way—from the Hintock
House pomt of view rather than fi-om his own and the
Melburys'. The household had all gone to bed. As
he went upstairs he heard the snore of the timber-
merchant from his quarter of the building, and turned
mto the passage communicating with his own rooms in
a strange access of sadness.
A light was burning for him in the chamber: but

Cxrace, though in bed, was not asleep. In a moment
her sympathetic voice came from behind the curtains.

' Edred, is she very seriously hurt ?

'

Fitzpiers had so entirely lost sight of Mrs. Char-
mond as a patient that he was not on the instant
ready i^ith a reply.

' O no,' he said. « There are no hones broken, but
she IS shaken. I am going again to-morrow.'

Another inquiry or two, and Grace said—
' Did she ask for me ?

'

'Well, I think she did-I don't quite remember;
but I am under the impression that she spoke of you.'

' Cannot you recollect at all what she said ?

'

' I cannot, just this minute.'
•At any r^xu- she did not talk much about me?'

said Grace with disappointment.
' O no.'

'But you did, perhaps,' she added, innocently fish-
ing for a compliment.

' O yes—you may depend upon that
!

' replied he
warmly, though scarcely thinking of what he was saying
so vividly was there present to his mind the personalitil
of Mrs. Charmond.
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XXVII

1 HE doctor's professional visit to Hintock House
was promptly repeated the next day and the next. He
always found Mrs. Gharmond reclining on a sofa, and
behaving generally as became a patient who was in
no great hurry to lose that title. On each occasion
he looked gravely at the little scratch on her arm, as
if it had been a serious wound.

He had ilso, to his further satisfaction, found a
slight scar on her temple, and it was very convenient
to put a piece of black plaster on this conspicuous
part of her person in preference to gold-beater's skin,
so that it might catch the eyes of the servants, and
make his presence appear decidedly necessary, in case
there should be any doubt of the fact.

' O—you hurt me !

' she exclaimed one day.
He was peeling off the bit of plaster on her arm,

under which the scrape had turned the colour of an
unripe blackberry previous to vanishing altogether.

' Wait a moment then—I'll damp it,' said Fitzpiers.
He put Iiis lips to the place and kept them there,
without any objecting on her part, till the plaster
came off easily. ' It was at your request I put it on.'
said he.

'I know it,' she replied. 'Is that blue vein still

in my temple that used to show there? The scar
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must be just upon it. If the cut had been a little
deeper it would have spilt my hot blood indeed !

'

Fitzpiers examined so closely that his breath touched
her tenderly, at which their eyes rose to an encounter
—hers showing themselves as deep and mysterious as
mterstellar space. She turned her fece away.

' Ah ! none of that ! none of that—I cannot coquet
with you !

'
she cried. « Don't suppose I consent to

for one moment. Our poor, brief, youthful hour of
love-making was too long ago to bear continuing now.
It IS as well that we should understand each other on
that point before we go further.'

'Coquet! Nor I with you. As it was when I
found the historic handkerchief, so it is now. I might
have been and may be foolish ; but I am no trifler. I
naturally cannot forget that little space in which I
flittpd across the field of your vision in those days of
the past, and the recollection opens up all sorts of
imaginings.'

* Suppose my mother had not taken me away ? ' she
murmured, her dreamy eyes resting on the swaying tip
of a distant tree.

' I should have seen you again.'
• And then ?

'

•Then the fire would have burnt higher and higher.
What would have immediately followed I know not,
but sorrow and sickness of heart at last

'

'Why?'
•Well—that's the end of all love, according to

Nature's law. I can give no other reason.'
' O, don't speak like that

!

' she exclaimed. ' Since
we are only picturing the possibilities of that time,
don't for pity's sake spoil the picture.' Her voice
sank almost to a whisper as she added, with an in-
cipient pout upon her lips, 'Let me think at least
that if you had really loved me at all seriously, you
would have loved me for ever and ever !

'
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' You are right—think it with all your heart,' said
he. ' It is a pleasant thought, and costs nothing.'

She weighed that remark in silence a while. ' Did
you ever hear anything of me from then till now?'
she inquired.

' Not a word.'

'So much the better. I had to fight the battle
of life as well as you. I may tell you about it some
day. But don't ever ask me to do it, and particularly
do not press me to tell you now.'

Thus the two or three days that they had spent
in tender acquaintance on the romantic slopes above
the Neckar were stretched out in retrospect to the
length and importance of years; made to form a
canvas for infinite fancies, idle dreams, luxurious melan-
cholies, and pretty, alluring assertions which could
neither be proved nor disproved.

Grace was never mentioned between them, but a
rumour of his contemplated removal from the neigh-
bourhood somehow reached Mrs. Charmond's ears.

' Doctor, you are going away !

' she exclaimed, con-
fronting him with accusatory reproach in her large
dark eyes no less than in her cooing voice. ' O yes,
you are,' she went on, springing to her feet with an
air which might almost have been called passionate.
' It is no use denying it ! Vou have bought a practice
at Budmouth. I don't blame you. Nobody can live
at Hintock—least of all a professional man who wants
to keep abreast of recent discovery. And there is

nobody here to induce such a one to stay for other
reasons. That's right, that's right—go away !

'

'But no—I have not actually bought the practice
as yet, though I am indeed in treaty for it. And,
my dear friend, if I continue to feel about the business
as I feel at this moment—perhaps I may conclude
never to go at all.'

' But you hate Hintock, and everything and every-
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l-xiy in it that you don't mean to take away with
you !

'

Fitzpiers contradicted this idea in his most vibra-
tory tones, and she lapsed into the frivolous archness
under which she hid passions of no mean strength
—strange, smouldering, erratic passions, kept down
like a stifled conflagration, but bursting out now here,
now there—the only certain element in their direction
being its unexpectedness.

If one word could have expressed Felice Char-
mond it would have been Inconsequence, She was
a woman of perversities, delighting in piquant con-
trasts. She liked mystery, in her life, in her love, in
her history. To be fair to her, there was nothing in
these which she had any great reason to be ashamed
of, and many things of which she might have been
proud; but her past had never been fathomed by
the honest minds of Hintock, and she rarely volun-
teered her experiences. As for her capricious nature
the people on her estates grew accustomed to it,

and with that marvellous subtlety of contrivance in
steering round odd tempers that is found in sons of
the soil and dependents generally, they managed to
get along under her government rather better than
they would have done beneath a more equable rule.

Now, with regard to the doctor's notion of leaving
Hintock, he had advanced further towards complet-
ing the purchase of the Budmouth surgeon's goodwill
than he had admitted to Mrs. Charmond. The whole
matter hung upon what he might do in the ensuing
twenty-four hours. The evening after leaving her he
went out into the lane, and walked and pondered
between the high hedges, now greenish-white with
wild clematis—here called ' old-man's-heard ' from its

aspect kter in the year.

The letter of acceptance was to be written that
mght, after which his departure from Hintock would
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be irrevocable. But could he go away, remembering
what had just passed ? The trees, the hills, the leaves,

the grass—each had been endowed and quickened
with a subtle light since he had discovered the person
and history, and, above all, the mood of their owner.
There was every temporal reason for leaving: it

would be entering again into a world which he had
only quitted in a passion for isolation, induced by a
fit of Achillean moodiness after an imagined slight.

His wife herself saw the awkwardness of their posi-

tion here, and cheerfully welcomed the purposed
change, towards which every step had been taken
but the last. But could he find it in his heart—as
he found it clearly enough in his conscience— to go
away ? No.

He drew a troubled breath, and went indoors.
Here he rapidly penned a letter, wherein he withdrew,
once for all, from the treaty for the Budmouth practice.
As the postman had already left Little Hintock for

that night he sent one of Melbury's men to intercept a
mail-cart on another turnpike-road, and so got the
letter off.

The man returned, met Fitzpiers in the lane, and
told him the thing was done. Fitzpiers went back to
his house musing. Why had he carried out this im-
pulse—taken such wild trouble to effect a probable
injury to his own and his young wife's prospects ? His
motive was fantastic, glowing, shapeless as the fiery

scenery about the western sky. Mrs. Charmond could
overtly be nothing more to him than a patient, and
to his wife, at the outside, a patron. Yet in the
unattached bachelor days of his first sojourn here how
highly proper an emotional reason for lingering on would
have appeired to troublesome dubiousness. Matrimonial
ambition is such an honourable thing !

' My father has told me that you have sent off one
of the men with a late letter to Budmouth,' cried Grace,

247



11:

THE WOODLANDERS

coming out vivaciously to meet him under the declining
iRht of the sky, wherein hung, solitary, the folding star
I said at once that you had finally agreed to pay the

premium they ask, and that the tedious question had
been settled. When do we go, Edred ?

'

' I have changed my mind,' said he. ' They want
too much—seven hundred and fifty is too large a sum
•—and in short I have declined to go further. V/e must
wait for another opportunity. I fear I am not a good
business man.'

*

He spoke the last words with a momentary falterine
at the great foolishness of his act ; and as he looked
in her fair and honourable face his heart reproachedmm for what he had done.

Her manner that evening showed her disappoint-
ment. Personally she liked the home of her childhood
much, and she was not ambitious. But her husband
had seemed so dissatisfied with the circumstances here-
about since their marriage that she had sincerely hoped
to go for his sake.

It was two or three days before he visited Mrs.
Lharmond again. The morning had been windy, and
little showers had scattered themselves like grain against
the walls and window-panes of the Hintock cottages
He went on foot across the wUder recesses of the park
where slimy streams of fresh moistwre, exuding from
decayed holes caused by old amputations, ran down the
bark of the oaks a-.d elms, the rind below being coated
with a hchenous wash as green as emerald. They were
stout-trunked trees, that never rocke-* their stems in
the fiercest gale, responding to it only crooking their
hmbs. Wrinkled like an old crone's fac , and antlered
with dead branches that rose above the foliage of their
summits, they were nevertheless still green—though
yellow had invaded the leaves of other trees.

She was in a little boudoir or writing-rwrn on the
first floor, and Fitzpiers was much surprised to find
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that the window curtains were closed and a red-shaded
lamp and candles burning, though out of doors it was
broad daylight. Moreover a large fire was burning in

the grate, though it was not cold.

' What does it all mean ?
' he asked.

She sat in an easy-chair, her face being turned
away.

O,' she murmured, ' it is because the world is so
dreary outside ! Sorrow and bitterness in the skj(, and
floods of agonized tears beating against the panes. I

lay awake last night, and I could hear the scrape of
snails creeping up the window glass; it was so sad!
My eyes were so heavy this morning that I could have
wept my life away. I cannot bear you to see my face

;

I keep it away from you purposely. O ! why were we
given hungry hearts and wild desires if we have to live

in a world like this ? Why should Death alone lend
what Life is compelled to borrow—rest ? Answer that.

Dr. Fitzpiers.'

' You must eat of a second tree of knowledge before
you can do it, Felice Charmond.'

'Then, when my emotions have exhausted them-
selves, I become full of fears, till I think I shall die for
very fear. The terrible insistencies of society—how
severe they are, and cold, and inexorable — ghastly
towards those who are made of wax and not of stone.
O, I am afraid of them; a stab for this error, and a
stib for that—correctives and regulations pretendedly
frfmed that society may tend to perfection—an end
which I don't care for in the least. Yet for this all I
do care for has to be stunted and starved.'

Fitzpiers had seated himself near her. • What sets
you in this mournful mood?' he asked gently. In
reality he thought that it was the result of a loss of
tone from staying indoors so much, but he did not
say so.

' My reflections. Doctor, you must not come here
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any more. They begin to think it a farce already. I

say you must come no more. There—don't Ix; angry
with me !

'—and she jumped up, pressed his hand, and
looked anxiously at him. « It is necessary. It is best
for both you and me.'

'But,' said Fitzpiers gloomily, «what have we
done ?

'

•Done—we have done nothing. Perhaps we have
thought the more. However, it is all vexation. I

am going away to Middleton Abbey, near Shottsford,
where a relative of my late husband lives, who is

confined to her bed. The engagement was made in

London, and I can't get out of it. Perhaps it is for
the best that I go there till all this is past. When
are you going to enter on your new practice, and
leave Hintock behind for ever, with your pretty wife
on your arm?'

' I have refused the opportunity. I love this place
too well to depart.'

You Aaw?' she said, r^arding him with wild
uncertainty. ' Why do you ruin yourself in that way ?

Great heaven, what have I done !

'

' Nothing. Besides, you are going away.'
' O yes ; but only to Middleton Abbey for a month

or two. Yet perhaps I shall gain strength there—
particularly strength of mind— I require it. And when
I come back I shall be a new woman; and you can
come and see me safely then, and bring your wife
with you, and we'll be friends—she and I. O, how
this shutting up of one's self does lead to indulgence
in idle sentiments ! I shall not wish you to give your
attendance to me after to-day. But I am glad thai,

you are not going away—if your remaining does not
injure your prospects at .ill'

As soon as he had left the room the mild friendli-

ness she had preserved in her tone at parting, the
playful sadness with which she had conversed with
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him, equally departed from her. She became •= heavy

as lead—^just as she had been before he arrived. Her

whole being seemed to dissolve in a sad powerlessness

to do anything, and the sense of it made her lips

tremulous and her closed eyes wet.

His footsteps again startled her, and she turned round.

' I return for a moment to tell you that the evening

is going to be fine. The sun is shining, so do open

your curtains and put out those lights. Shall I do it

for you ?

'

' Please—if you don't mind.'

He drew lack the window curtains, whereupon the

red glow of the lamp and the two candle-flames became

almost invisible under the flood of late autumn sunlight

that poured in.

« Shall I come round to you ?
' he asked, her back

being towards him.
• No,' she replied.

' Why not ?

'

' Because I am crying, and I don't want you to see

my face in the full sun's rays.

He stood a moment irresolute, and regretted that

he had killed the rosy passionate lamplight by opening

the curtains and letting in garish day.

' Then I am going,' he said.

' Very well,' she answered, stretching one hand round

to him, and patting her eyes with a handkerchief held

in the other.

' Shall I write a line to you at ?

'

' No, no.' A gentle reasonableness came into her

tone as she added, ' It must not be, you know. It

won't do.'

'Very well. Good-bye.' The next moment he was

gone.

In the evening with listless adroitness she encour-

aged the maid who dressed her for dinner to speak of

Dr. Fitzpiers's marriage.
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xxr
^?' ^'^P'*" ^» once supposed to favour Mr.

Winterbome,' said the young woman.
•And why didn't she nwrry him?' said Mrs

Charmond.
• Because you see, ma'am, he lost his houses.'
• Lost his houses ? How came he to do that ?

'

'The houses were held on Uves, and the lives
dropped, and your agent wouldn't renew them, though
It IS said that Mr. Winterbome had a very good claim.
That's as I've heard it, ma'am, and it was through it
that the match was broke off.'

Being just then distracted by a dozen emotions,
Mrs. Charmond sank into a mood of dismal self-
reproach. 'In refusing that poor man his reason-
able request,' she said to herself, « I foredoomed my
revived girlhood's romance. Who would have thought
such a business matter could have nettled my own
heart like this! Now for a winter of regrets and
agonies and useless wishes, till I forget him in the
spring. O ! I am glad I am going away !

'

She left her chamber, and went down to dine, with
a sigh. On the stairs she stood opposite the large
window for a moment, and looked out upon the
lawn. It was not yet quite dark. Half-way up the
steep green slope confronting her stood old Timothy
Tan^, who was shortening his way homeward by
clambering here where there was no road, and in
opposition to express orders that no path was to be
made there. Tangs had momentarily stopped to take
a pinch of snuff, but observing Mrs. Charmond gazing
at him he hastened to get over the top out of hail.
His precipitancy made him miss his footing, and he
rolled like a barrel to the bottom, his snuff-box rolling
in front of him.

*

Her indefinite idle impossible passion for Fitzpiers,
her constitutional cloud of miseiy, the sorrowful drops
that stUl hung upon her eyelashes, all made way for
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the impulse started by the spectacw. She hurst into
an immoderate fit of laughter ; her very gloom of the
previous hour seeming to render it the more uncon-
trollable. It had not died out of her when she reached
the dining-roon

; and even here, before the servants,
her shoulders suddenly shook as the scene returned
upon her; and thr tears i,( her risibility mingled with
the remnants of those engen«1ered by her grief

She resolved to be sad no more. .She drank two
glasses of champagne, and a little more «itill after

those
; and amused herself in the evening with singing

little amatory songs.

' I must do something for that poor man Winter
borne, however,' she said.

-^^
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XXVTIl

i<i

A WEEK had passed, and Mrs. Charmond had left

Hintock House. Middleton Abbey, the place of her
sojourn, was about a dozen miles distant by road, a
little less by bridle-paths and footways.

Grace observed, for the first time, that her husband
was restless, that at moments he even was disposed to
avoid her. The scrupulous civility of mere acquaint-
anceship crept into his manner; yet, when sitting at
meals, he seemed hardly to hear her remarks. Her
little doings interested him no longer, whilst towards
her father his bearing was not far from supercilious.
It was plain that his mind was entirely outside her
life, whereabouts outside it she could not tell ; in some
region of science possibly, or of psychological literature.

But her hope that he was again immersing himself
in those lucubrations which Ijefore her marriage had
made his light a hndmark in Hintock, was founded
simply on the slender fact that he often sat up late.

One day she discovered him K-aning over a gate
on High-Stoy Hill, some way from Little Hintock,
the gate at which Winterhorne had once been standing,
and which opened on the brink of a declivity, slanting
down directly into ^\'hite-Hart or Blackmoor \\'ile,

extending beneath the eye at this po.nt to a distance
of many miles. His attention was fixed on the land-
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scape far away, and Grace's approach was so noiseless

that he did not hear her. When she came close she
could see his lips moving unconsciously, as to some
impassioned visionary theme.

She spoke, and Fitzpiers started. • What are you
looking at?' she asked.

'O! I was contemplating our old place of Oak-
bury, in my idle way,' he said.

It had seemed to her that he was looking much
to the right of that cradle and tomb of his ancestral

dignity; but she made no further observation, and
taking his arm walked home beside him almost in

silence. She did not know that Middleton Abbey lay

in the direction of his gaze.

' Are you going to have out Darling this afternoon ?

'

she asked presently.

Darling, the aged light-grey mare which Winter-
borne had bought for Grace, Fitzpiers now constantly

used, the animal having turned out a wonderful bar-

gain in combining a perfect docility with an almost
human intelligence ; moreover, she was not too young.
Fitzpiers was unfamiliar with horses, and he valued
these qualities.

'Yes,' hi replied, 'but not to drive. I am riding

her. I practise crossing a horse as often as I can
now, for I find that I can take much shorter cuts on
horseback.'

He had, in fact, taken these riding exercises for

about a week, only since Mrs. Charmond's absence;
his universal practice hitherto having l)een to drive.

Some few days later Fitzpiers started on the back
of this horse to see u patient in the aforesaid Vale.

It was al)out five o'clock in the evening when he
went away, and at bedtime he had not reached home.
There was nothing very singular in this, though she
was not aware that he had any patient more than
five or six miles distant in that direction. The clock
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h?.d struck one before Fitzpiers entered the house,
and he came to his room softly, as if anxious not to
disturb her.

The next morning she was stirring considerably
earlier than he. In the yard there was a conversation
gomg on about the marej the man who attended to
the horses, Darling included, insisted that the latter
was « hag-rid

' ; for when he had arrived at the stable
that morning she was in such a state as no horse
could be in by honest riding. It was true that the
doctor had stabled her himself when he got home
so that she was not looked after as she would have
oeen if the speaker had groomed and fed her; but
that did not account for the appearance she presented,
if Mr. Fitzpiers's journey had been only where he had
stated. The unprecedented exhaustion of Dariing, as
thus related, was sufficient to develop a whole series of
tales about equestrian witches and demons, the narration
of which occupied a considerable time.

Grace returned in-doors. In passing through the
outer room she picked up her husband's overcoat
which he had carelessly flung down across a chairA turnpike ticket fell out of the breast-pocket, and
she saw that it had been issued at Middleton Gate
He had therefore visited Middleton the previous night
a distance of at least five-and-twenty miles on horse-
back, there and back.

During the day she made some inquiries, and
learnt for the first time that Mrs. Charmond was
staying at Middleton Abbey. She could not resist an
inference—strange as that inference was.

A few days later he prepared to start again, at
the same time and in the same direction. She knew
that the state of the cottager who lived that way
was a mere pretext ; she was quite sure he was eoine
to Mrs. Charmond.

Grace was amazed at the mildness of the anger
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wSich the suspicion engendered in her. She was but
little excited, and her jealousy was languid even to

death. It told tales of the nature of her affection

for him. In truth, her ante-nuptial regard for Fitz-

piers had been rather of the quality of awe toward?
a superior being than of tender solicitude for a lover.

It had been based upon mystery and strangeness

—

the mystery of his past, of his knowledge, of his pro-

fessional skill, of his beliefs. When this structure <A
ideals was demolished by the intimacy of common
life, and she found him as merely human as the
Hintock people themselves, a new foundation was in

Jemand for an enduring and staunch affection—

a

sympathetic interdependence, wherein mutual weak-
nesses are made the grounds of a defensive alliance.

Fitzpiers had furnished none of that single-minded
confidence and truth out of which alone such a
second union could spring ; hence it was with a con-
trollable emotion that she now watched the mare
brought round.

* I'll walk with you to the hill if you are ncrt in

a great hurry,' she said, rather loth, after all, to let

him go.

' Do; there's plenty of time,' replied her husband.
Accordingly he led along the horse, and walked

teside her, impatient enough nevertheless. Thus they

proceeded to the turnpike road, and ascended towards
Dogbury Hill and High - Stoy, till they were just

beneath the gate he had been leaning over when
she surpri.sed him ten days before. This was the

end of her excursion. Fitzpiers bade her adieu with

affection, even with tenderness, and she observed that

he looked weary-eyed.

' Why do you go to-night ?
' she said. ' You have

l)een called up two nights in succession already.'

' I must go,' he answered, almost gloomily. ' Don't
wait up for me.' With these words he mounted his
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horse, passed through a wicket which Grace held open
for him, and ambled down the steep bridle-track to
the valley.

She ascended the slope of High-Stoy and watched
his descent, and then his journey onward. His way
was east, the evening sun which stood behind her back
beaming full upon him as soon as he got out from
the shade of the hill. Notwithstanding this untoward
proceeding she was determined to be loyal if he proved
true; and the determination to love one's best will
carry a heart a long way towards making that best an
ever-growing thing.

I'he conspicuous coat of the active though blanch-
ing mare made horse and rider easy objects for the
vision Though Darling had been chosen with such
pains by Wmterborne for Grace, she had never ridden
the sleek creature; but her husband had found the
animal exceedingly convenient, particularly now thathe had taken to the saddle, plenty of staying power
being left in Darling yet for journeys of moderate length
Fitzpiers, like others of his character, while despisingMe bury and his station, did not at all disdain to spend
Melburys money, or appropriate to his own use the
horse which belonged to Melbury's daughter.

And so the infatuated surgeon went along through
the gorgeous autumn landscape of White-Hart Vale
surrounded by orchards lustrous with the reds of apple-
crops, berries, and foliage, the whole intensified by the
gilding of the declining sun. The earth this year had
been prodigally bountiful, and now was the supreme
moment of her bounty. In the poorest spots thr
hedges were lx.wed with haws and blackberries; acorns
cracked underfoot, and the burst husks of chestnuts
lay exposing their auburn contents as if arranged by
anxious sellers m a fruit-market. In all this proudshow some kernels were unsound as her own situation
and she wondered if there were one worid in the uni-
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verse where the fruit had no worm, and marriage no
sorrow.

Her Tannhauscr still iiMived on, his plodfling steed
rendering him distinctly v ible y*t. Could ^e have
heard Fitzpiers's voice at that moftuf-ni she would have
found it murmuring

—

' — Towards the loadstar of my oiv desire

I flitted, like a dizzy moth, whose flight

Is as a dead leafs in the owlet liyht.'

But he was a silent spectacle to her. Soon he rose
out of the valley, and skirted a high plateau of the
chalk formation on his right, which rested abruptly
upon the fruity district of deep loam, the character
and herbage of the two formations being so distinct

that the calcareous upland appeared but as a deposit
of a few years' antiquity upon the level vale.

He kept along the edge of this high, uninclosed
country, and the sky l)ehind him being deep violet

she could still see white Darling in relief upon it

a mere speck now—a Wouvermans eccentricity reduced
to microscopic dimensions. Upon this high ground
he gradually disappeared.

Thus she had beheld the pet animal purchased for
her own use, in pure love of her, by one who had
always been true, impressed to convey her huslxind
away from her to the side of a new-found idol. While
she was musing on the vicissitudes of horses and wives,
she discerned shapes moving up the valley towards
her, quite near at hand, though till now hidden by
the hedges. Surely they were Giles VVinterborne, with
two horses and a cider-apparatus, conducted by Robert
Creedle. Up, upward they crept, a stray beam of the
sun alighting every now and then like a star on the
lilades of the pomace-shovels, which had lx>en con-
verted to steel mirrors by the action of the malic acid.
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She descended to the road when he (^mt; close, anrl
the panting horses rested as they achieved the ascent.

' How do you do, Cliles ? ' said she, under a sudden
impulse to be familiar with him.

He replied with much more reserve. 'You are
going for a walk, Mrs. Fitzpiers ?

' he added. ' It is

pleasant just now.'

' No, I am returning,' said she.

The vehicles passed on, and Creedle with them,
and Wmterlx)rne walked by her side in the rear of
the apple-mill.

He looked and smelt like Autumn's verj- brother,
his face being sunburnt to wheat-colour, his eyes blue
as corn-flowers, his sleeves and leggings dyed with
fruit-stains, h*s hands clammy with the sweet juice of
apples, his hat sprinkled with pips, and everywhere
about him that atmosphere of dder which at its first
return each season has such an indescribable fascination
for those who have been born and bred among the
orchards. Her heart rose from its late sadness like a
released bough; her senses revelled in the sudden
lapse Ixick to Nature unadorned. The consciousness
of having to be genteel because of her husband's pro-
fession, the veneer of artificiality which she had acquired
at the fashionable schools, were thrown off, and she
became the crude country girl of her latent early
instincts.

Nature was bountiful, she thought. No sooner had
she lx»en cast aside by Edred Fitzpiers than another
being, impersonating chivalrous and undiluted manli-
ness, had arisen out of the earth ready to her hand.
This, however, was an excursion of the imagination which
she did not wish to encourage, and she said suddenly,
to disguise the confused regard which had followed her
thoughts, ' Did you meet my husband ?

'

\\interlK)rne, with some hesitation :
' Yes.'

• Where did you meet him ?
'
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'Near Reveller's Inn. I come from Middleton
Abbey

; I have been making there for the last week.'
' Haven't they a mill of their own ?

'

* Yes, but it's out of repair.'

'T think—I heard that Mrs. Charmond had gone
there to stay ?

'

'Yes, I have seen her at the windows once or twice.'
Grace waited an interval before she went on ; ' Did

Mr. Fitzpicrs take the way to Middleton ?

'

* Yes. ... I met him on Darling.' As she did not
reply, he added with a gentler inflection, 'You know
why the mare was called that ?

'

' O yes—of course,' she answered quickly.
They had passed so far round the hill that the

whole west sky was revealed. Between the broken
clouds they could see far into the recesses of heaven,
the eye journeying on under a species of golden arcades,'
and past fiery obstructions, fancied cairns, logan-stones.
stalactites and stalagmite of topaz. Deeper than this
their gaze passed thin flakes of incandescence, till it

plunged into a bottomless medium of soft green fire.

Her abandonment to the seductive time after her
sense of ill-usage, her revolt for the nonce against
social law, her passionate desire for primitive life may
have showed in her face. Winterljorne was looking
at her, his eyes lingering on a flower that she wore
m her bjsom. Almost with the abstraction of a
somnambulist he stretched out his hand and gently
caressed the flower.

She drew lxi«;k. ' W hat are you doing, < liles VVinter-
Ijorne?' she extiaimed, with severe surprise.

The evident aL«ence of all premeditation from the
act, however, speedily led her to think that it was not
necessary to stand upon her dignity here and now.
' ^'ou must bear in mind, Giles,' she said kindly, « that
we are not as we were ; and some people might have
said that what you did was taking a liberty.'
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It was more than she need have told him; his
action of forgetfulness had made him so angry with
himself that he flushed through his tan.

' I don't know what I am coming to
!

' he exclaimed
savagely. « Ah—I was not once like this

!
' Tears of

vexation were in his eyes.

'No, now—it was nothing ! I was too reproachful.'
'It would not have occurred to me if I had not

seen something like it done elsewhere—at Middleton
lately,' he said thoughtfully after a while.

' By whom ?

'

• Don't ask it.'

She scanned him narrowly. 'I know quite well
enough,' she returned indifferently. 'It was by my
husband, and the woman was Mrs. Charmond. Asso
elation of ideas reminded you when you saw me. . . .

Giles—tell me all you know about that—please do,
Giles! But no—I won't hear it. Let the subject
cease. And as you are my friend say nothinc to my
father.'

^ ^

They reached a place where their ways divided.
Winterborne continued along the highway which kept
outside the copse, and Grace opened a gate that
entered it.
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XXIX

OHE walked up the soft grassy ride, screened on
either hand by nut-bushes just now heavy with clusters
of twos and threes and fours. A little way on the
track she pursued was crossed by a similar one at
right angles. Here Grace stopped; some few yards
up the transverse ride the buxom Suke Damson was
visible — her gown tucked up high through her
pocket-hole, and no lx)nnet on her head—in the act
of pulling down boughs from which she was gathering
and eating nuts with great rapidity, her lover Tim
Tangs standing near her engaged in the same pleasant
meal.

Crack, crack, went Suke's jaws every second or two.
By an automatic chain of thought Grace's mind re-

verted to the tooth-drawing scene described by her
husband; and for the first time she wondered if that
narrative were really true, Susan's jaws being so obvi-
ously sound and strong. Ckace turned up towards
the nut-gatherers, and conquered her reluctance to
speak to the girl, who was a little in advance of Tim.
' Good evening, Susan,' she said.

•Good evening. Miss Melbury'—(crack).
' Mrs. Kitzpiers.'

'O yes, ma'am—Mrs. Fitzpiers,' said Suke with a
peculiar sniff and curtsey.
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Cfrace, not to be daunted, continued, Take care of
your teeth, Suke. That accounts for the toothache.'

• I don't know what an ache is, either in tooth, ear
or head, thank the Lord '-(crack).

' Nor the loss of one, either ?

'

'See for yourself, ma'am.' She parted her red
hps, and exhibited tht whole double row, full up and
unimpaired.

' You have never had one drawn ?

'

' Never.'

' So much the better for your stomach,' said Mrs
I-itzpiers in an altered voice. And turning away
quickly she went on thinking what gall she could drop
into poor Tim Tangs's hont7 if she chose.

As her husband's character thus shaped itself under
the touch of time, Grace was almost startled to find
how little she suflTered from that jealous excitement
which IS conventionally attributed to all wives in such
circumstances. But though possessed by none of the
feline wildness which it was her moral duty to experi-
ence, she did not fail to suspect that she had made
a frightful mistake in her marriage. Acquiescencem her father's wisiics had been degradation to herself.
People are not given premonitions for nothing; she
should have obeyed her impulse on that early morn-
ing when she peeped and saw the figure come from
I'ltzpiers's doo., and have steadfastly refused her
hand.

O that plausible tale which her then betrothed had
told her about Suke—the dramatic account of her
entreaties to him to draw the aching enemy, and the
fine artistic touch he had given to the story by explain-
ing that It was a lovely moLir without a flaw !

She traced the remainder of the woodland track,
(lazed by the complications of h-r position. If his
protestations to her before their ^..arriage could be
believed, her huskind had felt affection of some sorf
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for herself and this woman simultaneously; and was
now again spreading the same conjoint emotion over
Mrs. Charmond and herself, his manner being still

kind and fond at times. But surely, rather than that,

he must have played the hypocrite towards her in each
case with elaborate completeness; and the thought of
this sickened her, for it involved the conjecture that
if he had not loved her his only motive for making her
his wife must have been her little fortune.

Yet here Grace made a mistake, for the love of
men like Fitzpiers is unquestionably of such quality
as to bear division and transference. He had indeed
once declared, though not to her, that on one occasion
he had noticed himself to be possessed by five distinct

infatuations at the same time. If this were true, his

differed from the highest affection as the lower orders
of the animal world differ from advanced organisms,
partition causing net death but a multiplied existence.
He had loved her sincerely in his selfish way, and
had by no means ceased to love her now. But such
double and treble-barrelled hearts were naturally beyond
her conception.

Of poor Suke Damson Grace thought no more.
She had had her day.

' If he does not love me I will not love him !
' said

Grace proudly.

And though these were mere words, it was a some-
what formidable thing for Fitzpiers that her heart was
approximating to a state in which it might be possible
to carry them out. I'hat very absence of hot jealousy
which made his courses so easy, and on which, indeed,
he congratulated himself, meant, unknown to either
wife or husband, more mischief than the inconvenient
watchfulness of a jaundiced eye.

Her sleep that night was nervous. The wing allotted
to her and her husband had never seemed so lonely.

At last she got up, put on her dressing-gown, and
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went downstairs. Her father, who slept lightly, heard
her descend, and came to the stair-head.

' Is that you, Grace ? What's the matter ?
' he said.

* Nothing more than that I am restless. Edred is

detained by a case in White-Hart Vale.'

'But how's that? I met the woman's husband
going to Great Hintock just afore bedtime ; and she was
going on well, and the doctor gone then.'

'Then he's detained somewhere else,' said Grace.
'Never mind me; he will soon be home. I expect
him about one.'

She went back to her room, and dozed and woke
several times. One o'clock had been the hour of his

return on the last occasion; but it had passed now
by a long way, and still Fitzpiers did not come. Just
before dawn she heard the men stirring in the yard,
and the flashes of their lanterns spread every now and
then through her window-blind. She remembered that
her father had told her not to be disturbed if she
noticed them, as they w^ould be rising early to send off"

four loads of hurdles to a distant sheep-fair. Peeping
out she saw them bustling about, the hollow-turner
among the rest; he was loading his wares—wooden
bowls, dishes, spigots, spoons, cheese-vats, funnels and
so on—upon one of her father's waggons, who carried
them to the fair for him every year out of neighbourly
kindness.

The scene and the occasion would have enlivened
her but that her husband was still absent, though it

was now five o'clock. She could hardly suppose him,
whatever his infatuation, to have prolonged to a later

hour than ten an ostensibly professional call on Mrs.
Charmond at Middleton; and he could have ridden
home in two hours. What then had Ixicome of him ?

That he had been out the greater part of the two
preceding nights added to her uneasiness.

She dressed herself descended, and went out, the
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weird twilight of advancing day chilling the rays from
the lanterns, and making the men's faces wan. As
soon as Melbury saw her he came round, showing
his alarm.

' Edred is not come,' she said. ' And I have reason

to know that he's not attending anybody. He has had
no rest for two nights before this. I was going to the

top of the hill to look for him.'

' I'll come with you,' said Melbury.

She begged him not to hinder himself; but he
insisted, for he saw a peculiar and rigid gloom in her

face over and above her uneasiness, and did not like

the look of it. Telling the men he would be with

them again soon he walked beside her into the turnpike

road, and partly up the way whence she had watched
Fitzpiers the night before across the Great Blackmoor
or White-Hart Valley.

They >^alted beneath a half-dead oak, hollow and
disfigured with white tumours, its roots spreading out

like claws grasping the ground. A chilly wind circled

round them, upon whose currents the seeds of a

neighbouring lime-tree, supported parachute-wise by the

wing attached, flew out of the boughs downward like

fledglings from their nest. The vale was wrapped in

a dim atmosphere of unnaturalness, and the east was
like a livid curtain edged with pink. There was no
sign nor sound of Fitzpiers.

' It is no use standing here,' said her father. ' He
may come home fifty ways. . . . why, look here—here

be Darling's tracks— turned homeward and nearly

blown dry and hard ! He must have come in hoius
ago without your seeing him.'

' He has not done that,' said she.

They went back hastily. On entering their own
gates they perceived that the men had left the waggons,
and were standing round the door of the stable whicli

had been appropriated to the doctor's use.
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' Is there anything the matter ? ' cried Grace.
' O no, ma'am. All's well that ends well,' said old

Timothy Tangs. ' I've heard of such things before—
amongst workfolk, though not amongst your gentle-
people—that's true.'

They entered the stable, and saw the pale shape
of Darling standing in the middle of her stall, with
Fitzpiers on ht : back, sound asleep. Darling was
munching hay as weU as she could with the bit in
her mouth, and the reins, which had fallen from
Fitzpiers's hand, hung upon her neck.

Grace went and touched his hand; shook it, before
she could arouse him. He moved, started, opened
his eyes, and exclaimed, ' Ah, Felice. . . . O, it's Grace.
I could not see in the gloom. What—am I in the
saddle !

'

' Yes,' said she. ' How do you come here ?

'

He collected his thoughts, and in a few minutes
stammered as he began dismounting: 'I was riduig
along homeward through the Vale, very, very sleepy,
having been up so much of late. When I came
opposite Holy Spring the mare turned her head that
way as if she wanted to drink. I let her go in, and
she drank

; I thought she would never finish. While
she was drinking the clock of Newland Buckton
church struck twelve. I distinctly remember counting
the strokes. From that moment I positively recollect
nothing till I saw you here by uiy side.'

' The name
! If it had been any other horse he'd

have had a broken neck !
' murmured Melbury.

"Tis wonderful, sure, how a quiet hoss will bring
a man home at such times !

' said John Upjohn. ' And—what's more wonderful than keeping your seat in
a deep slumbering sleep—I've knowed men drowze
off walking home from randies where the beer and
other liquors have gone round well, and keep walking
for more than a mile on end without waking. Well,
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doctor, 'tis a mercy you wasn't a drownded, or a

splintered, or a hanged up to a tree like Absalont

—

also a handsome gentleman like yerself, as the prophets

say!'

'True,' murmured old Timothy piously, 'from the

sole of his boots to the crown of his hat there was no

blemish in him !

'

'Or leastwise you might ha' been a wounded into

tatters a'niost, and no brother-tradesman to jine your

few limbs together within seven mile !

'

Whilst this impressive address was proceeding

Fitzpiers had dismounted, and taking Grace's arm

walked stiffly indoors with her.* Melbury stood staring

at the horse, which, in addition to being very weary,

was spattered with mud. There was no mud to

speak of about the Hintocks just now—only in the

clammy hollows of the Vale beyond, the stiff soil of

which retained moisture for weeks after the uplands

were dry. ^Vhilst they were rubbing down the mare

Melbury's mind coupled with the foreign quality of the

mud the name he had heard unconsciously muttered

by the surgeon when Grace took his hand—' Felice.'

Who was Felice? Why, Mrs. Charmond; and she,

as he knew, was staying at Middleton.

Melbury had indeed pounced upon the image that

filled Fitzpiers's half-awakened soul—wherein there

had been a retrospect of a recent interview on a starlit

lawn with a capriciously passionate woman, who had

begged him not to come there again in tones whose

modulation incited him to disobey. 'What are you

doing here? Why do you pursue me? Another

belongs to you. If they were to see you getting over

the fence they would seize you as a thief! ' And she

had turbulently admitted to his wringing questions

that her visit to Middleton had been undertaken less

because of the invalid relative than in shamefaced

fear of her own weakness if she remained near his
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home. A triumph then it was '

> Fitzpiers, poor and
hampered ns he had become, to recognize his real
conquest of this beauty, delayed so many years. His
was the passion of Confereve's Millamant, whose deliuht
lay m seemg 'the heart which others bleed for, bleed
tor me.

When iiie horse had Ijeen attended to Melbury
stood uneasily here and there about his premises •

he-
was rudely disturbed in the comfortable views which
had lately possessed him on his domestic concerns
It IS true that he had for some days discerned that
Grace more and more sought his company, preferred
supervising his kitchen and bakehouse with her step-
njother to occupying herself with the lighter details
of her own apartments. She seemed no longer able
to find in her own hearth an adequate focus for her
life, and hence, like a weak queen-bee after leading
oil to an independent home, had hovered again into
the parent hive. But he had not construed these
and other incidents of the kind till now.

Something was wrong in the homestead. A ghastly
sense beset him that he alone would be responsible
for whatever unhappiness should be brought upon her
for whon. he almost solely lived; whom to retain
under his roof he had faced the numerous inconveni-
ences involved in giving up the best part of his
house to Fitzpiers. There was no room for doubt
that, had he allowed events to take their natural
course, she would have accepted Winterborne, and
realized his old dream of restitution to that youne
man's family. ^ ^

That Fitzpiers could allow himself to look for amoment on any other creature than Grace filled
Melbury with grief and astonishment. In the simple
life he had led it had scarcely occurred to him that
after marriage a man might be faithless. That he
could sweep to the heights of Mrs. Charmond's posi
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tion, lift the veil of Isis, so to speak, would have
amazed Melbury by its audacity if he had not sus-
pected encouragement from that quarter. What could
he and his simple Grace do to countervail the pas-
sions of those two sophisticated bings—versed in the
world's ways, armed with every apparatus for victory?
In such an encounter the homely timber-dealer felt

a? inferior as a savage v/^*h his bow and arrows to the
precise weapons of modern warfare.

Grace came out of 'lie house as the morning drew
on. The village was silent, most of the folk having
gone to the fair. Fitzpiers had retired to bed, and
was sleeping off his fatigue. She went to the stable
and looked at poor Darling: in "11 probability Giles
Winterborne, by obtaining for her a horse of such
intelligence and docility, had lieen the means of sav-
ing her husband's life. She paused over the strange
thought; and then there appeared her father behind
her.

She saw that he knew things were not as they
ought to be, from the troubled dulness of his eye, and
from his face, different points of which had - otions,

twitchings, and tremblings, unknown to himself and
involuntary,

'He was detained, I suppose, last night?' said
Melbury.

' O yes ; a bad case in the she replied calmly.
' Nevertheless he should have stayed at home.'
' But he couldn't, father.'

Her father turned away. He could hardly bear to
see his whilom truthful girl brought to the humiliation
of having to talk like that.

That night carking care sat beside Melbury's pillow
and his stiff limbs tossed at its presence.

'I can't lie here any longer,' he muttered. Strik-

ing a light he wandered about the room. 'What
have I done, what have I done for her !

' he said to

271

.5^1



i

THE WOODLANDERS

his wife, who had anxiously awakened. 'I had lonj^

planned that she should marry the son of the man
I wanted to make amends to; do ye mind how I

told you all about it, Lucy, the night before she
<»me home? Ah! but I was not content with doing
right, I wanted to do more !

'

• Don't raft yourself without good need, George,'
she replied. 'I won't quite believe that things are
so much amiss. I won't believe that Mrs. Charmond
has encouraged him. Even supposing she has en-
couraged a great many, she can have no motive to
do it now. What so likely as that she is not yet
quite well, and doesn't care to let anotlier doctor
come near her?'

He did not heed. 'Grace used to be so busy
every day, with fixing a curtain here and driving a
tin-tack there ; but she cares for no employment now !

'

•Do you know anything of Mrs. Charmond's past
history? Perhaps that would throw some light upon
things. Before she came here as the wife of old
Charmond four or five years ago, not a soul seems
to have heard aught of her. Why not make in-

quiries? And then do ye wait and see more; th

be plenty of opportunity. Time enough to cry ,

you know 'tis a crying matter ; 'tis bad to meet trc (

half way.'

There was some good sense in the notion of seeing

further. Melbury resolved to inquire and wait, hoping
still, but oppressed between whiles with much fear.
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RxAMINE Grace as her father might, she would
admit nothing. For the present, therefore, he simply

watched.

The suspicion that his darling child was slighted

wrought almost a miraculous change in Melbury's

nature. No man so furtive for the time as the in-

genuous countryman who finds that his ingenuousness
has been abused. Melbury's heretofore confidential

candour towards his gentlemanly son-in-law va dis-

placed by a feline stealth that did injury to his very

action, thought, and mood.
He knew that a woman once given to a man for

life took, as a rule, her lot as it came, and made the

best of it, without external interference; but for the

first time he asked himself why this so generally should

be done. Besides, this case was not, he argued, like

ordinary cases. Leaving out the question of Grace
being anything but an ordinary woman, her peculiar

situation, as it were in mid-air between two storeys of

society, together with the loneliness of Hintock, made
a husband's neglect a far more tragical matter to her

than it would be to one who had a large circle of

friends to fall back upon. Wisely or unwisely, and
whatever other fathers did, he resolved to fight his

daughter's battle still.
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Mrs. Charmond had returned. But Hintock House
scarcely gave forth signs of life, so f|uietly had she re
entered it. Autumn drew shiveringly to its end. One
day something .seemed to l)e gone from the gardens

;

the tenderer leaves of vegetable.s had shrunk under the
first smart frost, and hung like faded linen rags ; then
the forest leaves, which had l)een descending at leisure,
descended in haste and in multitudes, and all the
golden colours that had hung overhead were now
crowded together in n degraded mass underfoot, where
the fallen myriads got redder and hornier, and curled
themselves up to rot. The only suspicious features in
Mrs. Charmond's existence at this season were two;
the first, that she lived with no companion or relative
alxjut her, w'ich, considering her age and attractions,
was somewhat unusual conduct for a young widow in
a lonely country house; 'hs other, that she did not,
as in previous years, start from Hintock to winter
abroad. In Fitzpiers, the only change from his last
autumn's habits lay in his aljandonment of night study

;

his lamp never shone from his new dwelling as from
his old.

If the suspected ones met it w - by such adroit
contrivances that even Melbury's vigiance could not
encounter them together. A simple call at her house
by the doctor had nothing irregular about it, and that
he had paid two or three such calls was certain. What
had passed at those interviews was known only to the
parties themselves; but that Felice Charmond was
under some one's influence Melbury soon had oppor-
tunity of perceiving.

Winter had come on. Owls began to lie noisy in
the mornings and evenings, and flocks of wood-pigeons
made themselves prominent again. On a day in
February, alwut six months after the marri.age of
Fitzpiers, Melbury was returning from Great Hintock
on foot through the lane, when he saw before him the
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-urgeon also walking. Melbury would have ovfrtaken
him, l)Ut at that inouicnt Fitzpitrs turned in through
a gate to one of the rambling drives among the tu js

at this sid • of the wood, whieh led to nowhere in

particular, ..nd the beauty of whose serpentine curves
was the only justification of their existence. Felice

almost simultaneously trotted down the lane towards
the timlxr-dealer, in a little liasket-carriage which she
sometimes drove alx>ut the estate, unaccompanied by
a servant. She turned in at the .same place without
having seen either Melbury or, apparently, Fitzpiers.

Melbury was soon at the spot, despite his aches
and his sixty years. Mrs. Charmond had come up
with the doctor, who was standing immediately behind
the carriage. She had turned to him, her arm being
thrown carelessly over the back of the seat.

They looked in each other's faces without uttering

a word, an arch yet gloomy smile wreathing her lips.

Fitzpiers clasped her hanging hand, and, while she still

remiined in the same listless attitude, looking volumes
into his eyes, he stealthily unbuttoned her glove, and
stripped her hand of it by rolling back the gauntlet
over the fingers, so that it came off inside out. He
then raised her hand to his mouth, she still reclining

passively, watching him as she might have watched a
fly upon her dress. At last she said, ' Well, sir, what
excuse for this disobedience ?

'

* I make none.'

' Then go your way, and let me go mine.' She
snatched away her hand, touched the pony with the
whip, and left him standing there, holding the reversed
glove.

Me. .ury's first impulse was to reveal his presence to

Fitzpiers, and upbraid him bitterly. But a moment's
thought was v jfRcicnt to show him the futilitj' of any
such simple proceeding. There was not. after all, so
much in what he had witnessed as in what that scene
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might hf fhc surface and froth of—prohahly a state
of mind which censure aggravates rather than cures.
Moreover, he said to himself that the point of attack
should be the woman, if either. He therefore kept out
of sight, and musing sadly, even tearfully—for he was
meek as a child in matters concerning his daughter
continued his way towards Hinlock.

The insight which is bred of deep sympathy was
never more fine!/ exemplified than in this instance.
Through her guarded manner, her dignified speech, her
placid countenance, he discerned the interior of Grace's
life only too truly, hidden as were its incidents from
every outer eye.

These incidents had become painful enough. Fitz-
piers had latterly developed an irritable discontent which
vented itself in monologues when Grace was present to
hear them. The early morning of il.ls day had been
dull, after a night of wind, and on looking out of the
window in the grey grim dawn Fitzpiers had observed
some of Melbury's men dragging away a large limb which
had been snapped off a beech tree. Everything was
cold and colourless.

' My good God !

' he said, as he stood in his dressing-
gown. ' This is life

!

'

He did not know whether Grace was awake or not,
and he would not turn his head to ascertain. • Ah,
fool,' he went on to himself, ' to clip your ovn wings
when you were free to soar ! ... But I could not rest
till I had done it. Why do I never recognize an oppor-
ti"-'^y till I have missed it, nor the good or ill of a step
uw It is irrevocable ? ... I fell in love !

'

Grace moved. He thought she had heard some
part of his soliloquy. He was sorry—though he had
not taken any precaution to prevent her.

He expt r.ted a scene at breakfast, but she only ex-

hibited an extreme reserve. It was enough, however,
to make him repent that he should have done anything
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to produce discomfort; for he attributed her manner
entirely to what he had said. But Grace's manner had
not its cause either in his sayings or in his doings.
She had not heard a single word of his regrets. Some
thing even nearer home than her husband's blighted
prospects—if blighted they wer -was the origin of her
mood.

She had made a discovery- me which to a girl of her
nature was almost appalling. She had looked into h i

heart, and found that her early interest in Giles Winte/
borne had become revitalized into luxuriant growth by
her wider It x perceptions of what was great and little in

life. His homeliness no longer offended her acquired
tastes; his comparative want of so-called culture did
not now jar on her intellect; his country dress even
pleased her eye: his exterior roughness fascinated her.

Having discovered by marriage how much that was
humanly not great could co-exist with attainments of
an exceptional order, there was a revulsion in her
sentiments from all that ahe had formerly clung to in
this kind. Honesty, goodness, man'mess, tenderness,
devotion, for her only exi... ;d in thei inty now in the
breasts of unvarnished men ; and here as one who had
manifested such towards her from 'lis youth up.

There was, further, that never-ceasing pity in her
soul for Giles as a r ; .. whom : i. had wronged—a man
who had been unfor :ate in his woridly transactions;
who notwithstanding these things, had, like Hamlet's
friend, borne himself throughout his scathing

' As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing,

investing himself thereby with a real touch of sublimity.
It was these perceptions, and no subtle catching of her
husliand's murmurs, that had bred the abstraction
visible in her.

When her father approached the house after witness
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ing the interview between Fitzpiers and Mrs. Charmond,
Grace was looking out of her sitting-room window, as
if she had nothing to do, or think of, or care for. He
btood still.

' Ah, Grace,' he said, regarding her fixedly.
' Yes, father,' she murmured.
'Waiting for your dear husband?' he inquired

speakmg with the sarcasm of pitiful affection.
'

'O no—not especially. He has a great many
patients to see this afternoon,'

Melbury came quite close. ' Grace, what's the use
of talking like that when you know ? Here, come
down and walk with me out in the garden, child.''

He unfastened the door in the ivy-laced wall, and
waited. This apparent indifference alarmed him. He
would far rather that she had rushed in all the fire of
jealousy to Hintock House regardless of conventionality
confronted and attacked Felice Charmond unguibus et
rostro, and accused her even in exaggerated shape of
stealing away her husband. Such a storm might have
cleared the air.

She emerged in a minute or two, and they went
into the garden together. « You know as well as I do,'
he resumed, ' that there is something threatening mis-
chief to your life, and yet you pretend you do not. Do
you suppose I don't see the trouble in your face every
day? I am very sure that this quietude is wrong con-
duct in you. You should look more into matters.'

' I am quiet because my sadness is not of a nature
to stir me to action.'

Melbury wanted to ask her a dozen questions-
did she not feel jealous? was she not indignant?—
but a natural delicacy restrained him. « You are very
tame and let-alone, I am bound to say,' he remarked
pointedly.

' I am what I feel, father,' she repeated.
He glanced at her, and there returned upon his
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mind the scene of her offering to wed Winterborne

instead of Fitzpiers in the last days before her marriage

;

and he asked himself if it could be the fact that she

loved Winterlx)rne now that she had lost him more
than she had ever done when she was comparatively

free to choose him.
' What would you have me do ?

' she asked in a

low voice.

He recalled his mind from the retrospective pain

to the practical matter before them. * I would have
you go to Mrs. Charmond,' he said.

' Go to Mrs, Charmond—what for ?
' said she.

'Well—if I must speak plain, dear Grace—to ask

her, appeal to her in the name of your common woman-
hood, and your many like sentiments on things, not

to make unhappiness between you and your husband.
It lies with her entirely to do one or the other—that

I can see.'

Grace's face had heated at her father's words, and
the very rustle of her skirts upon the box-edging be-

spoke disdain. ' I shall not think of going to her,

father—of course, I could not !

' she answered.

'Why—don't 'ee want to be happier than you be
at present ?

' said Melbury, more moved on her account
than she was herself

'I don't wish to be more humiliated. If I have
anything to bear I can bear it in silence.'

' But, my dear maid, you are too young—you don't

know what the present state of things may lead to.

Just see the harm done a'ready ! Your husband would
have gone away to Budmouth to a bigger practice if

it had not been for this. Although it has gone such

a little way it is poisoning your future even now. Mrs.

Charmond is thoughtlessly bad, not bad by calculation

;

and just a word to her now might save 'ee a perk of

woes.'

'Ah, I loved her once,' said Grace with a broken
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articulation, 'and she would not care for me then!
Now I no longer love her. Let her do her worst : I
don't care.'

You ought to care. You have got into a very
good position to start with. You have been well
educated, well tended, and you have become the wife
of a professional man of unusually good family. Surtly
you ought to make the best of your position.'

'I don't see that I ought. I wish I had never
got mto it. I wish you had never, never thought of
educating me. I wish I worked in the woods like
Marty South

! I hate genteel life, and I want to be no
better than she !

'

• Why ?
' said her amazed father.

'Because cultivation has only brought me incon-
veniences and troubles. I say again, I wish you had
never sent me to those fashionable schools you set
your mind on. It all arose out of that, father. If I
had stayed at home I should have married '

She closed up her mouth suddenly and was silent;
and he saw that she wag not far from crying.

Melbury was much grieved. 'What, and would
you like to have grown up as we be here in Hintock—
knowmg no more, and with no more chance of seeing
good life than we have here ?

'

'Yes. I have never got any happiness outside
Hmtock that I know of, and I have suffered many
a heartache at being sent away. O, the misery of
those January days when I got back to school, and
left you all here in the wood so happy! I used to
wonder why I had to bear it. And I was always a
httle despised by the other girls at school, because
they knew where I came from, and that my parents
were not in so good a station as theirs.'

Her poor father was much hurt at what he thought
her ingratitude and intractability. He had admitted
to himself bitterly enough that he should have let
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young hearts have their way, or rather should have
helped on her affection for Winterborne, and given

her to him according to his original plan ; but he
was not prepared for her deprecating those attain-

ments whose completion had been a labour of years

and a severe tax upon his purse.

' Very well,' he said with much heaviness of spirit.

' If you don't like to go to her I don't wish to force

you.'

And so the question remained for him still: How
should he remedy this perilous state of things? For
days he sat in a moody attitude over the fire, a
pitcher of cider standing on the hearth beside him,
and his drinking-horn inverted upon the top of it.

He spent a week and more thus, composing a letter

to the chief offender, which he would every now and
then attempt to complete and suddenly crumple up
in his hand.
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As February merged in March, and lighter evenings
broke the gloom of the woodmen's homeward journey,
the Hintocks Great and Little began to have ears
for a rumour of the events out of which had grown
the timber-dealer's troubles.

It took the form of a wide sprinkling of con-
jecture, wherein no man knew the exnct truth. Tan-
talizing phenomena, at once showing and concealing
the real relationship of the persons concerned, caused
a diffusion of excited surprise. Honest people as
the woodlanders were, it was hardly to be expected
that they could remain immersed in the study of their
trees and gardens amid such circumstances, or sit

with their backs turned like the good burghers of
Coventry at the passage of the lady.

Rumour, for a wonder, exaggerated little. There
threatened, in fact, in Grace's case as in thousands,
the domestic dir-xster, old as the hills, which, with
more or less variation, made a mourner of Ariadne,
a by-word of Vashti, and a corpse of Amy Dudley.
The incidents were rencounters accidental and con-
trived, stealthy correspondence, sudden misgivings on
one side, sudden self-reproaches on the other. The
inner state of the twain was one as of confused noise
that would not allow the accents of politic reason
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to \ie heard. Determination to go in this direction,

and headlong plunges in that ; dignified safeguards,

undignified collapses : not a single rash step by de-

liberate intention, and all against judgment.

It was all that Melbury had exi>ccted and feared.

It was more, for he had overlooked the publicity that

would be likely to result, as it now had done. What
should he do ? Appeal to Mrs. Charmond himself,

since Grace would not? He bethought himself of

Winterborne, aiiJ resolved to consult him, feeling the

strong need of some friend o* his own sex to whom
he might unburden his mind.

He had entirely lost faith in his own judgment.

That judgment on which he had relied for so iiiany

years seemed recently, like a false companion un-

masked, to have disclosed unexpected depths of hypo-

crisy and speciousness where all had seemed solidity.

He felt almost afraid to form a conjecture on the

weather, jr the time, or the fruit-promise, so great

was his self-mistrust.

It was a rimy evening when he set out to look for

Giles. The woods seemed to be in a cold sweat ; beads

of perspiration hung from every bare twig ; the sky had

no colour, and the trees rose before him as haggard,

grey phantoms, whose days of substantiality were passed.

Melbury seldom saw Winterborne now, but he l)elieved

him to be occupying a lonely hut just beyond the

boundary of Mrs. Charmond's estate, though still withui

the circuit of the woodland. The timber-merchant's

t!iin legs stalked en through the pale damp scenery,

his eyes declining on the dead leaves of last year

;

while every now and then a hasty 'ay!' escaped his

lips in reply to some bitter mental proposition.

His notice was attracted by a thin blue haze of

smoke, behind which arose sounds of voices and
chopping : bending his steps that way he saw Winter-

borne just in front of him.
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Though few knew of it, Giles had had a serious

il'ness during the winter; but it just now happened
tJiat after being for a lon^; time .patnetic and un-
employed on that account, he had become one of

the busiest men in the neighbourhood. It is often
thus; fallen friends, lost sight of, we expect to find
starving ; we discover them going on fairly well. With-
out any solici?:ation or oesire to profit on his p u-t, he
had been asked to execute a very large order for

hurdles and other copseware, for which purpose he
had been obliged to buy several acres of brushwood
standing. He was nr-y engaged in the cutting and
manufacture of the same, proceeding with the work
daily like an automaton.

The hazel-tree did not belie its name to-day. The
whole of the copsewood where the mist had clearec

returned purest tints of that hue, amid which Winter
borne himself was in the act of making a hurdle, the
stakes being driven firmly into the ground in a row,
over which he bent and wove the twigs. Beside him
was a square, compact pile like the altar of Cain,
formed of hurdles already finished, which bristled on
all sides with the sharp points of their stakes. At a
little distance the men in his employ were assisting

him to carry out his contract. Rows of brushwood
lay on the ground as it had fallen under the ^\e

;

and a shelter had been constructed near at hand, in

front of which burnt the fire whose smoke had at-

tracted Melbury. The air was so dank that the smoke
hung heavily, and crept away amid the bushes without
rising from the ground.

After wistfully regarding the scene awhile, Melbury
drew nearer, and briefly inquired of Giles how he came
to be so busily engaged, with an undertone of slight

surprise that Winterborne could recommence thriving,

even to this degree, after being deprived of Grace.
Melbury was not without emotion at the meeting, for
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Grare'!. affairs had divided them, and ended their inti

macy of old times.

Winterborne explained just as briefly, without raising

his eyes froi.i his occupation of chopping a bough that

he held in front of him.
• 'Twill be up in April before 30U get it all cle.'/red,'

said Melbury,

« Yes, there or thereabouts,' said Winterbc: ne, a chop

of the bill-hook jerking tb-; last word into two pieces.

There was another interval; Melbury still looked

or, a chip from Winterborne's hook occasionally flying

against the waistcoat and legs of his visitor, who took

no heed.
' Ah, Giles, you should have been my partner. You

should have been my son-in-law,' the old man said

at last. 'It would have been far better for her and

for me !

'

Winterborne saw that something had gone wrong

with his former friet.d, and throwing down the switch

he was about to interweave, he responded only too

readily to the mood of the timber-dealer. ' Is she ill ?

'

he said hurriedly.

*No, no.' Melbury stood without speaking for

some minutes, and then, as though he could not bring

himself to proceed, turned to go away.

Winterborne told one of his men to pack up the

tools for the night, and walked after Melbury.

'Heaven forbid that I should seem too inquisitive,

sir,' he said, 'especially since we don't stand as we

used to stand to one another: but I hope it is well

with them all over your way ?

'

' No,' said Melbury, ' no.'

He stopped, and struck the smooth trunk of a

young ash-tree with the flat of his hand. ' I would

th: his ear had been where that rind is
!

' he ex-

claimed ;
' I should have treated him to little compared

wi' what he deserves.'
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Now,' said Winterbome, 'don't be in a hurry
to go home. I've put some ale down to warm in
my shelter here, and we'll sit and drink it and talk
this over.'

Melbury turned unresistingly as Giles took his arm,
and they went back to where the fire was, and sat
down under the screen, the other woodmen having
gone. He drew out the ale-cup from the ashes, and
they drank together.

•Giles, you ought to have had her, as I said just
now,' repeated Melbury. 'I'll tell you why for the
first time.'

He thereupon told Winterbornt, as with great relief,
the story of how he von away Giles's father's chosen
one—by nothing worse than a lover's cajol, ries, it is

true; but by means, which, except in love, would
certainly have been pronounced cruel and unfair. He
explained how he had always intended to make re-
paration to Wintertorne the father, by giving Grace
to Winterbome the son; till the devil tempted him
in the person of Fitzpiers, and he broke his virtuous
vow.

'How highly I thought of that man to ]^ sure!
Who'd have supposed he'd have been so weak and
wrong-headed as this! You ought to have had her,
Giles, and there's an end on't.'

Winterbome knew how to preserve his calm under
this unconsciously cruel tearing of a healing wound,
to which Melbury's concentration on the more vita!
subject had blinded him. The young man endeavoured
to make the best of the case for Grace's sake.

' She would hardly have been happy with me,' he
said, in the dry, unimpassioned voice under which he
hid his feelings. 'I was not well enough educated:
too rough in short. I couldn't have surrounded her
with the refinements she looker! for, anyhow at ill.'

' Nonsense—you are quite wrong there,' aid the
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unwise old man, doggedly, 'She told me only this

day that she hales refinements, and such like. All

that my trouble and money l)ought for her in that

way is thrown away upon her quite. She'd fain be
like Marty South—think o' that ! 'i'hat's the top of

her ambition ! Perhaps she's right. Giles, she loved

you—under the rind : and what's more she loves ye
still—worse luck for the poor maid !

'

If Melbury only had known what fires he was reck-

lessly stirring up he might have held his peace. Winter-

borne was silent a long time. The darkness had closed

in round them, and the monotonous drip of the fog

from the branches quickened as it turned to fine rain.

'O, she never cared much for me,' Giles managed
to say as he stirred the embers with a brand.

• She did, and does, I tell ye,' said the other obsti-

nately. ' However, all that's vain talking now. What
I come to ask you about is a more practical matter
—how to make the best of things as they are. I am
thinking of a desperate step—of calling on the woman
Charmond. I am going to appeal to her since Grace
will not. 'Tis she who holds the balance in her hands
—not he. While she's got the will to lead him astray

he will follow—poor unpractical lofty-notioned dreamer
—and how long she'll do it depends upon her whim.
Did ye ever hear anything about her character before

she came to Hintock?'
* She's been a bit of a charmer in her time, I

believe,' replied Giles, with the same level quietude,

as he regarded the red coals. ' A body who has smiled

where sh? has not loved, and loved where she has

not married. Before Mr. Charmond made her his wife

she was a play-actress a short while.'

' Hey ? But how close you have kept all this,

Giles! What besides?'

' Mr. Charmond was a rich man engaged in the

iron trade in the north—twenty or thirty years older
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than she. He wiarried her, and retired, and came
down here and bought this property.'

'Yes, yes— I know ?11 about that. But the other
I did not know. I fear it bodes no good. For how
can I go and appeal to the forbearance of a woman
who made cross-loves and crooked passions her study
for years ? I thank ye, Giles, for finding it out ; but
it makes my plan the harder that she should have
belonged to that unstable tribe!'

Another pause ensued, and they looked gloomily
at the smoke that beat about the roof of hurdles
through whose weavings a large drop of rain fell at

intervals and spat smartly into the fire. Mrs.
Charmond had been no friend to Winterborne, but
he was manly, and it was not in his heart to let her
be condemned without a trial.

'She is said to be generous,' he answered. 'You
might not appeal to her in vain.'

' It shall he done,' said Melbury, rising. « For good,
or for evil, to Mrs. Charmond I'll go.'
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XXXII

At nine o'clock the next morning Melbury dressed

himself up in shining broadcloth, creased with folding

and smelling of camphor, and started for Hintock
House. He was the more impelled to go at once by

the absence of his son-in-law in London for a few

days, to attend really oi ostensibly some protessional

meetings.

He said nothing of his destitution either to his wife

or to Grace, fearing that they might entreat him to

abandon so risky a project ; and went out unobserved.

He had chosen his time with a view, he supposed, of

conveniently catching Mrs. Charmond when she had
just finished her breakfast, before any other business

people should be about, if any came. Plodding

i^oughtfully onward he crossed a glade lying between

Litile Hintock woods and the plantation which abutted

on the park. The spot being open he was discerned

there by Winterborne from the copse on the next hill,

where he and his men were working. Knowing his

mission the younger man hastened down from the

copse and managed to intercept the timber-merchant.
' I have been thinking of this, sir,' he said, ' and

I am of opinion that it would be best to put off your

visit for the present.'

But Melbury would not even stop to hear him. His
38- T
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mind was fixed, the appea, vas to be made : and Winter
borne stood and watched iiim sadly till he entered the
second plantation and disappeared.

Mclbury rang at the tradesmen's door of the manor-
house, and was at once informed that the lady was not
yet visible, as indeed he might have guessed had he
been anybody but the man he was. Melbury said he
would wait, whereupon the young page informed him
m a neighlx)urly way that, lietween themselves, she was
in lied and asleep.

'Never mind,' said Melbury, retreating into the
court, 'I'll stand about here.' Charged so fully with
his mission, he shrank from contact with anybody.

But he walked about the paved court till he was
tired, and nobody came to him. He entered the
house, and sat down in a small waiting-room, from
which he got glimpses of the kitchen-corridor, and of
the white-capped maids flitting jauntily hither and
thither. They had heard of his arrival, but had not
seen him enter, and imagining him still in the court,
discussed freely the possible reason of his calling.
They marvelled at his temerity ; for though most of the
tongues which had been let loose attributed the chief
blame to Fitzpiers, these of her household preferred
to regard their mistress as the deeper sinner.

Melbury sat with his hands resting on the familiar
knobbed thorn walking-stick, whose growing he had
seen before he enjoyed its use. The scene to him was
not the material environment of his person, but a
tragic vision that travelled with him like an envelope.
Through this vision the incidents of the moment but
gleamed confusedly here and there, as an outer land-
scape through the high-coloured scenes of a stained
window.

He waited thus an hour, an hour and a half, two
hours. He began to look pale and ill, whereupon the
butler, who came in, asked him to have a glass of wine.
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Nfellwry roused himself, and said, ' No, no. Is she
ahiKist rt-ady ?

'

* She is just finishing hreakfast, Mr. Melbury,' said
the butler. 'She will soon see you now. I am just
going up to tell her you are here.'

* What, haven't you told her before ?
' said Melbury.

•O no,' said the other. 'You see you came so
very early.'

At last the l)ell rang; Mrs. Charmond could see
him. She was not in her private sitting-room when he
reached it, hut in a minute he heard her coming from
the front staircase, and she entered where he stood.

At this time of the morning Mrs. Charmond looked
her full age and more. She might almost have been
taken for the typical femme de irente ans, though she
was really not more than seven or eight and twenty.
But the fdi/t'on definitive of her beauty had been
reached, even if it were not a little worn.

There being no fire in the rooiu she came in with
a shawl thrown loosely round her shoulders, and ob-
viously without the least suspicion that Melbury had
called upon any other errand than timl)er. Felice
was, indeed, the only woman in the pa , \\ who had
not heard the rumour of her own weaKnesses; she
was at this moment living in a fool's paradise in

respect of that rumour, though not m respect of the
weaknesses themselves, which, if the truth be told,

caused her grave misg"'ings.

* Do sit down, Mr. Melbury. You have felled all

the Irees that were to be purchased by you this season,
except the oaks, I believe ?

'

' Yes, yes,' said Melbury, in a reverie.

He did not take a chair, and she also remained
standing. Resting upon his stick he began : * Mrs.
Charmond, I have called upon a more serious matter
—at least to me—than tree-throwing. And whatever
mistakes I n^ake in my manner of speaking upon it to
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you, madam, do me the justice to set 'em down to my
want of practice, and not to my want of care.'

Mrs. Charmond looked ill at ease. She might
have begun to guess his meaning; but apart from
that she had such dread of contact with anything
painful, harsh, or even earnest, that his preliminaries
alone were enough to distress her.

' Yes, what is it ? ' she said quickly.

' I am an old man,' said Melbury, ' that, somewhat
late in life, God thought fit to bless with one child,

and she a daughter. Her mother was a very dear
wife to me; but she was taken away from us when
the child was young; and the child became precious
as the rpple of my eye to me, for she was all I had
left to love. For her sake entirely I married as second
wife a homespun woman who had been kind as a
mother to her. In due time the question of her
education came on; and I said, "I will educate the
maid well if I live upon bread to do it," Of her
possible marriage I could not bear to think, for it

seemed like a death that she should cleave to another
man, and grow to think his house her home rather
than mine. But I saw it was the law of nature that
this should be, and that it was for the maid's happiness
that she should have a home when I was gone ; and I

made up my mind without a murmur to help it on for
her sake. In my youth I had wronged my dead friend,

and to make amends I determined to give her, my
most precious prize, to my friend's son, seeing that
they liked each other well. Things came about which
made me doubt if it would be for ray daughter's happi-
ness to do this, inasmuch as the young man was poor,
and she was delicately reared. Another man came
and paid court to her—one her equal in breeding and
accomplishments; in every way it seemed to me that
he only could give her the home which her training
had made a necessity a'most. I urged her on, and
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she married him. But, ma'am, a fatal mistake was at
the root of my reckoning; I found that this well-born
gentleman I had calculated on so surely was not staunch
of heart, and that therein lay a danger of great sorrow
for my daughter. Madam, he saw you, and you know
the rest. ... I have come to make no demands— to
utter no threats; I have come simply as a father in
great grief about his only child, and I beseech you to
deal kindly with my daughter and to do nothing which
can turn her husband's heart away from her for ever

!

Forbid him your presence, ma'am, and speak to him
on his duty, as one with your power over him well
can do

:
and I am hopeful that the rent between them

may be patched up. For it is not as if you would
lose by so doing; your course is far higher than the
courses of a professional man ; and the gratitude you
would win from me and mine by your kindness is more
than I can say !

'

Mrs. Charmond had first rushed into a mood of
indignation, on comprehending Melbury's story: hot
and cold by turns she had murmured, ' Leave me,
leave me !

' But, as he seemed to take no notice of
this, his words began to influence her, and when he
ceased speaking she said with hurried breath, 'What
has led you to think this of me? Who says I have
won your daughter's husband away from her? Some
monstrous calumnies are afloat—of which I have known
nothing until now !

'

Mclbury started, and looked at her simply: <But
surely, ma'am, you know the truth better than I ?

'

Her features became a little pinched, and the
touches of powder on her handsome face for the first

time showed themselves as an extrinsic film.

'Will you leave me to myself? ' .she said with a faint-

ness which suggested a guilty conscience. ' This is so
utterly unexpected —you obtain admission to tiiy pre-

sence by misrepresentation '
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'As God's in heaven, ma'am, that's not true. I

made no pretence ; and I thought in reason you would
know why I had come. This gossip '

'I have heard nothing of it. Tell me the gist of
it, pray !

'

' Tell you, ma'am—not I. What the gossip is, no
matter. What really is, you know. Set facts right, and
the scandal will right itself. But pardon me—I speak
rough ; and 1 came to speak gentle, to coax you, beg
you to be my daughter's friend. She loved you once,
ma'am

; you began by loving her. Then you dropped
her without a reason, and it hurt her warm heart more
than I can tell ye. But you were within your right
as the superior, no doubt. But if you would consider
her position now—surely, surely, you would do her no
harm !

'

' Certainly I would do her no harm—I '

Melbury's eye met hers. It was curious, but the
allusion to Grace's former love for her seemed to touch
her more than all Melbury's other arguments. 'O,
Melbury,' she burst out, 'you have made me so un-
happy ! How could you come to me like this ! It is

too dreadful ! Now go away—go, go !

'

' I will, and leave you to think,' he said, in a husky
tone.

As soon as he was out of the room she went to a
corner and there burst into tears, and writhed, under an
emotion in which hurt pride and vexation mingled with
better sentiments.

Mrs. Charmond's mobile spirit was subject to these
fierce periods of high tide and storm. She had never
so clearly perceived till now that her soul was being
slowly invaded by a delirium which had brought about
all this ; that she was losing judgment and dignity under
it, becoming an animated impulse only, a passion in-

carnate. A fascination had led her on ; it was as if she
had been seized by a hand of velvet ; and this was where
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she found herself—overshadowed with sudden night, as

if a tornado had passed.

While she sat, or rather crouched, unhinged by the

interview, lunch-time came, and then the early after-

noon, almost without her consciousness. Then 'a

strange gentleman, who says it is not necessary to

give his name,' was suddenly announced.

Felice knew who the strange gentleman was—that

Continental follower on whom she had once smiled,

among others too numerous to name. But to meet this

lover now—the thought made her sick.

' I cannot see him, whoever he may be ! I am not at

home to anybody.'

She heard no more of her visitor : and shortly after,

in an attempt to recover some mental serenity by violent

physical exercise, she put on her hat and cloak and

went out of doors, taking a path which led her up the

slopes to the nearest spur of the wood. She disliked

the woods, but they had the advantage of being a place

in which she could walk comparatively unobserved.

4r
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XXXIII

1 HERE was agitation that day in the lives of all
whom these matters concerned. It was not ill the
Hintock dinner-time— one o'clock— that Grace dis-
covered her father's absence from the house after a
departure in the morning under somewhat unusual
conditions. By a little reasoning and inquiry she was
able to divine his errand.

Her husband was absent, and her father did not
icturn. He had, in truth, gone on to Sherton after the
interview, in the hope of calming himself by business

;

but this Grace did not know. In an indefinite dreac'
that something serious would arise out of Melbury's
visit by reason of the inequalities of temper and nervous
irritation to which he was subject, something possibly
that would bring her much more misery than accom-
panied her present negative state of mind, she left
the house about three o'clock, and took a loitering
walk in the woodland track by which she imagined
he would come home. This track under the bare trees
and over the cracking sticks, screened and roofed in from
the outer worid of wind by a network of boughs, led
her slowly on till in time she had left the larger trees
behind her and swept round into the coppice where
Wmterborne and his men were clearing the under-
growth.
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Had Giles's attention been concentrated on h's

hurdles he would not have seen her, but ever since

Melburys passage across the opposite glade in the

morning he had been as uneasy and unsettled as Grace

herself; and her advent now was the one appearance

which, since her father's avowal, could arrest him more
than Melbury's return with his tidings. Fearing that

something might be the matter he hastened up to

her.

She had not seen her old lover for a long time, and
too conscious of the late pranks of her heart, she could

not behold him calmly. *I am only looking for my
father,' she said in an unnecessary tone of apology.

' I was looking for him too,' said Giles. ' I think

he may perhaps have gone on further.'

' Then you knew he was going to the House, Giles ?
'

she said, turning her large tender eyes anxiously upon
him. ' Did he tell you what for ?

'

Winterborne glanced doubtingly at her, and softly

hinted that her father had visited him the evening before,

and that their old friendship was quite restored; on
which she guessed the rest.

'O, I am glad indeed that you two are friends

again
!

' she cried.

And then they stood facing '.ach other, fearing each

other, troubling each other's ^' Grace experienced

acute regret at the sight of : wood-cutting scenes,

because she had estranged hci A from them : craving,

even to its defects and inconveniences, that homely
sylvan life of her father which in the best probable

succession of events would shortly be denied her.

At a little distance, on the edge of the clearing,

Marty South was shaping spar-gads to take home for

manufacture during the evenings. Winterlx>rnt; and
Mrs. Fitzpiers stood looking at her in their mutual

embarrassment at each other's presence, and while
' 'SO they beheld, approaching the girl, a lady in

297

f'
';

'^ 11

•if



THE WOODLANDERS

It*-'

Ufki:

a dark fur mantle and black hat, having a white veil

tied picturerquely round it. She spoke to Marty, who
turned and curtsied, and the lady fell into conversation
with her. It was Mrs. Chai end.

On leaving her house, Mrs. Charmond had walked
on, under the fret and fever of her mind, with more
vigour than she was accustomed to show in her normal
moods—a fever which the solace of a cigarette did not
entirely allay. Reaching the coppice, she had listlessly

observed Marty at work, when she threw away her
cigarette, and drew near. Chop, chop, chop, went
Marty's little bill-hook with never more assiduity, till

Mrs. Charmond spoke.

'Who is that young lady I see talking to the
woodman yonder ?

' she asked.
' Mrs. Fitzpiers, ma'am,' said Marty.
'O,' said Mrs. Charmond, with something like a

start; for she had not recognized Grace at that dis
tance. ' And the man she is talking to ?

'

' That's Mr. Winterborne.'

A redness stole into Marty's face as she mentioned
Giles's name, which Mrs. Charmond did not fail to
notice. ' Are you engaged to him ? ' she asked softly.

' No, ma'am,' said Marty. ' SAe was once ; and I

think '

But Marty could not possibly explain the complica-
tions of her thought on this matter—which was nothing
less than one of extraordinary acuteness for a girl so
young and inexperienced—namely, that she saw danger
to two hearts, naturally honest, in Grace being thrown
back into Winterborne's society by the neglect of her
husband. Mrs. Charmond, however, with the almost
supersensory means to knowledge which women have
on such occasions, quite understood what Marty had
intended to convey; and the picture thus exhibited
to her of lives drifting awry, involving the wreck of

poor Marty's hopes, prompted her yet further in those
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generous resolves which Melbury's remonstrances had

stimulated.

Full of such feelings she bade the girl good-after-

noon, and went on over the stumps of hazel to where

Grace and Winterborne were standing. They saw her

approach, and Winterborne said, ' She is coming to

you ; it is a good omen. She dislikes me, so I'll go

away.'

He accordingly retreated to where he had been

working before Grace came, and Grace's formidable

rival approached her, each woman taking the other's

measure as she drew near.

* Dear—Mrs. Fitzpiers !
' said Felice Charmond, with

some inward turmoil which stopped her speech. I

have not seen you for a long time.'

She held out her hand tentatively, while Grace

stood like a wild animal on first confronting a mirror

or other puzzling product of civilization. Was it

really Mrs. Charmond speaking to her thus? If it

was she could no longer form any guess as to what

life signified.

'I want to talk to you,' said Mrs. Charmond

sensitively, for the gaze of the young woman had

chilled her through. ' Can you walk on with me
till we are quite alone ?

'

Sick with distaste Grace nevertheless complied, as

by clockwork, and they moved evenly side by side

into the deeper recesses of the woods. They went

further, much further than Mrs. Charmond had meant

to go; but mental indiscipline hindered her fi"om

beginning her conversation, and in default of it she

kept walking.

'I have seen your father,' she at length observed.

' And— I am much troubled by what he told me.'

'What did he tell you? I have not been admitted

to his confidence on anything he may have said

to you.'
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'Nevertheless, why should I repeat to you what
you can easily divine?'

'True—true,' returned Grace mournfully. • Whv

aSy?^'°"
'^^^ ''^*' """ ^'^ ^^^ •" °"'" '"•"ds

' Mrs. Fitzpiers, your husband '

The moment that the speaker's tongue touched
the dangerous subject a vivid look of self-conscious-
ness flashed over her; in which her heart revealed
as by a hghtnmg gleam, what filled it to overflowing'
bo transitory was the expression that none but a
quick-sensed woman, and she in Grace's position
would have had the power to catch its meaning.'Upon her the phase was not lost.

'Then you do love him!' she exclaimed in a tone
of much surprise.

' What do you mean, my young friend ?

'

;
^hy,' cried Grace, « I thought till now that youhad only been cruelly flirting with my husband toamuse your idle moments-a rich lady with a poor

professiona gentleman whom in her heart she despised
not much less than her who belongs to him But I
guess from your manner that you love him desperately •

and I don't hate you as I did before. y4'
indeed,' continued Mrs. Fitzpiers, with a trembling
tongue^ since it is not sport in your case at all bu"?
rea/~(J, I do pity you, more than I despise you

'

!• or 7tf« will suffer most!'

^

Mrs Charmond was now as much agitated as Grace
1 ought not to allow myself to argue with you!' she

exclaimed. 'I demean myself by doing it. But I
Iked you once, and for the sake of that time I try to
tell you how mistaken you are

!

'

Much of her confusion resulted from her wonder
and alarm at finding herself, in a sense, dominated
mentally and emotionally by this simple school-giri.
I do not love him!' she went on with desperate
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untruth. ' It was a kindness—my making somewhat
more of him than one usually does of one's doctor.

I was lonely; I talked -well, I trifled with him. I

am very sorry if such child's play, out of pure friend-

ship, has been a serious matter to you. Who could

have expected it ? But the world is so simple here
!

'

• O, that's affectation,' said Grace, shaking her head
' It is no use—you love him ! I can see in your face

that in this matter of my husband you have not let

your acts lielie your feelings. During these last four

or six months you have l)een terribly indiscreet, but you
have not been insincere : and that almost disarms me.'

' I have been insincere—if you will have the word
—I mean I have coquetted, and do not love him !

'

But Grace clung to her position like a limpet.

'You may have trifled with others; but him you love

as you never loved another man !

'

' O, well— I won't argue,' said Mrs. Charmond,
laughing faintly. ' And you come to reproach me for

it, child ?

'

' No,' .said Grace magnanimously. ' You may go
on loving him if you like—I don't mind at all. You'll

find it, let me tell you, a bitterer business for yourself

than <or me in the end. He'll get tired of you soon,

as tired as can be—you don't know him so well as I

!

—and then you may wish you had never seen him !

'

Mrs. Charmond had grown quite pale and weak
under this prophecy. It was extraordinary that Grace,

whom almost every one would have characterized as

a gentle girl, should be of tougher fibre than her inter-

locutor.

'You exaggerate—cruel, silly young woman,' she

reiterated, writhing with little agonies. ' It is nothing

but playful friendship—nothing ! It will be proved

by my future conduct. I shall at once refuse to see

him inore—since it will make no difference to my
heart, and much to my name.'
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' I question if you will refuse to see him aK-iin

'

said Grace dryly, as she bent a sapling lack. ' Kut
I am not incensed against you as you are against
me,' she added, ?l)andoning the tree to its natural
perpendicular. 'Jkfore I came I had been despising
you for wanton cruelty; now I only pity your weakness
for Its misplaced affection. When Edred has gone
out of the house in hope of seeing you, at seasonable
hours and unseasonable

: when I have found him riding
miles and miles across the country at midnight, and
risking his life, and getting covered with mud, to get
a glimpse of you, I have called him a foolish man—
the plaything of a finished coquette. I thought that
what was getting to be a tragedy to me was a comedy
to you. But now I see that tragedy lies on your side
of the situation no less than on mine, and more; that
if I have felt trouble at my position you have felt
anguish at yours ; that if I have had disappointments
you have had despairs. Philosophy may fortify me—
God help you !

'

' I cannot attempt to reply to your ravings,' ret irned
the other, struggling to restore a dignity which had
completely collapsed. ' My acts will be my proofs. In
the world which you have seen nothing of, friendships
between men and women are not unknown; and it

would have been better lx)th for you and your father
if you had each judged me more respectfully, and left

me alone. As it is, I wish never, never to see or speak
to you, madam, any more !

'

Grace bowed, and Mrs. Charmond haughtily turned
away. The two went apart in directly opposite courses,
and were soon hidden from each other by their um-
brageous surroundings and by the shadows of eve.

In the excitement of their long argument they had
walked onward and zigzagged about without r^ jarding
direction or distance. All sound of the woodcutters
had long since faded into remoteness, and even had
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not the interval been too great for hearing them they

w have been silent and homeward bound at this

tw.hght hour.

But Grace went on her course without any mis-

giving, though there was much underwood here with

only the narrowest passages for walking, across which

brambles hung. She had not, however, traversed this,

the wildest, part of the wood since her childhood, and
the transformation of outlines had l)een great: old

trees which once were landmarks had been felled or

blown down, and the bushes which then had been

small and scrubby were now large and overhanging.

She soon found that her ideas as to direction were

vague— that she had indeed no ideas as to direction at

all. If the evening had not been growing so dark, and
the wind had not put on its niglit-moan so distinctly,

Grace would not have minded; but she was rather

frightened now, and began to strike across hither and
thither in random courses.

Denser grew the darkness, more developed the wind-

voices, and still no recognizable spot or outlet of any
kind appeared, nor any sound of the Hintocks floated

near, though she had wandered probably between one
and two hours, and Ijegan to be weary. She was
vexed at her foolishness, since the ground she had
covered, if in a straight line, must inevitably have taken
her out of the wood to some remote village or other

;

but she had wasted her forces in countermarches ; and
now, in much alarm, wondered if she would have to

pass the night here.

She stood still to meditate, and fancied that between
the soughing of the wind she heard shuffling footsteps

on .he leavt s heavier than those of rabbits or other

startled 'beasts of beating heart' who lived there.

Though fearing at fi: st to meet anybody on the chance
of his being a friend, she decided that her fellow-

noctambulist. even if a poacher, would not injure her,
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and that he might possibly he some one sent to
search for her. She accordingly shouted a rather
tinii.1 ' Hoi !

'

The cry was immediately returned hy the other
person

;
and Grace running at once in the direction

whence it came beheld an indistinct figure hastening
up to her as rapidly. Thev were almost in each other's
arms before she recognized the outline and white veil
of her whom she had parted from hours before—
Mrs. Charmond.

• I have lost my way, I have lost my way !
' cried

the latter. 'O—is it indeed you? I am so glad to
meet you or anybody. I have been wandering up and
down ever since we parted, and am nearly dead with
terror and misery and fatigue !

'

'So am I,' said Grace. 'What shall vq—shall
we do !

'

' You won't go away from me ?
' asked her companion

anxiously.

' No, indeed. Are you very tired ?

'

' I can scarcely move, and I an- -cratched dreadfully
about the ankles.'

Grace reflected. ' Perhaps, as it is dry underfoot, the
best thing for us to do would be to sit down for half-

an-hour, and then start again when we have thoroughly
rested. By walking straight we must come to a track
leading somewhere, before the morning.'

They found a clump of bushy hollies w./'-h afforded
a shelter from the wind, and sat down under it, some
tufts of dead fern, crisp and dry, that remained from
the previous season, forming a sort of nest for them.
But it was cold, nevertheless, on this March night,
particularly for Grace, who, with the sanguine prema-
tureness of youth in matters of dress, had considered
it spring-time, and hence was not so warmly clad as
Mrs. Charmond, who still wore her winter furs.

But after sitting awhile the latter lady shivered no
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less than (irace as the warmth imparted by her hasty
walking began to go off; and they felt the cold air
drawing through the holly leaves which scratched their

backs and shoulders. Moreover they could hear some
drops of rain falling on the trees, though none reached
the nook in which they had ensconced themselves.

'If we were to cling close together,' said Mrs.
Charmond, 'we should keep each other warm. . . .

But,' she added in an uneven voice, ' I suppose you
won't come near me for t? world I

'

Why not ?

'

• Because—well, you know.*
' Yes, I will—I don't hate you at all.'

They consequently crept up to one another, and
being in the dark, lonely, and weary, did what neither
had dreamed of doing beforehand—clasped each other
closely. Mrs. Charmond's furs consoled Grace's cold
face; and each one's body, as she breathed, alter-

nately heaved against that of her companion; while
the funereal trees rocked, and chanted dirges un-
ceasingly.

When a few minutes had been spent thus Mrs.
Charmond said, I am so wretched !

' in a heavy
emotional whisper.

' you are frig>tened,' said Grace. ' But there is

nothing to fear; I know these woods well.'

'I am not at all frightened at . wood; but I am
at other things.'

Mrs. Charmond embraced Grace more and more
tightly, and put her face against that of her companion.
The younger woman could feel her neighUur's breath-
ings grow deeper and more spasmodic, a"? though un-
controllable feelings were germinating.

' After I had left you,' Felice went on, ' I regretted
something I had said. I have to make a confession—
I must make it

!

' she whispered brokenly, the instinct
to indulge in warmth of sentiment which had led this
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woman of passions to respond to Fitzpiers in the first

place, leading her now to find luxurious comfort in
opening her heart to his wife. ' I said to you I could
give him up without pain or deprivation—that he had
only been my pastime. That was absolutely untrue-
it was said to deceive you ! I could not do it without
much pain

; ixnd what is more dreadful I cannot give
him up —even if I would—of myself alone.'

' Why ? Because you love him, you mean.'
Felice Charmond denoted assent by a movement.
' I knew I was right

!

' said Grace exaltedly. • But
that should not deter you,' she presently added in a
moral tone. «0, do struggle against it, and you will
conquer !

'

' You are so simple, so simple !

' cried Felice. ' You
think, liecause you guessed my assumed indifference
to him to be a sham, that you know the extremes that
people are capable of going to! But a good deal
more may have Ijeen going on than you have fathomed
with all your insight. I cannot give him up until he
chooses to give up me !

'

' But surely you are the superior in station and in
every way, and the cut must come from you.'

•Tchut! Must I tell verbatim, you simple child?
O, I suppose I must! It will eat away my heart if

I do not let out all, after meeting you like this and
finding how guileless you are !

'

She thereupon whispered a few words in the girl's

ear, and burst into a violent fit of sobbing.
Grace started roughly away from the shelter of the

furs, and sprang to her feet.

' O, my great God !

' she exclaimed, thunderstruck at
a revelation transcending her utmost suspicion. ' He's
hfd you ! Can it be—can it be !

'

She turned as if to hasten away. But Felice
Charmond's sobs came to her ear : deep darkness
circled her about, the cold lips of the wind kissed her
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where Mrs. Charmond's warm fur had been, and she
did not know which way to go. After the moment
of energy sb- {i:ii mild again, and turned to the
motionless wr.nian at her f. et.

'Arc you e.s:ed?' slip asked, in what seemed her
own voice gri'/t. en vea-.s older.

Without an answer Mrs. Charmond slowly rose.
' You mean to betray me !

' she asked out of the
bitterest depths of her soul. ' O, fool, fool I

!

'

' No,' said Grace shortly. « I mean no such thing,

liut let us 1x3 quick now. We have a serious undertak-
ing before us. Think of nothing but going straight on.'

They walked on in profound silence, pulling back
boughs now growing wet, and treading down wood-
bine, but still keeping a pretty straight course. Grace
began to be thoroughly worn out, and her companion
too, when, on a sudden, they broke into the deserted
highway, where the Sherton man had waited for Mrs.
Dollery's van. Grace recognized the spot as soon as
she looked around her.

' How we have got here I cannot tell,' she said
with cold civility. ' We have made a complete circuit

of Little Hintock. The hazel copse is quite on the
other side. Now we have only to follow the road.'

They dragged themselves onward, turned into the
lane, passed the track to Little Hintock, and so reached
the park.

' Here I turn back,' said Grace in the same passion-
less voice. ' You are quite near home.'

Mrs. Charmond stood inert, seeming appalled by
her late admission.

* I have told you something in a moment of irre-

sistible desire to unburden my soul, which all but
a fool would have kept silent as the grave,' she said.

'I cannot help it now. Is it to be a secret, or do
you mean war ?

'

' A secret certainly,' said Grace mournfully. ' How
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can you expect war from such a helpless, wretched
being as me ?

'

'And I'll do my best not to see him. I am his
slave; but I'll try.'

Grace was naturally kind, but she could not help
using a small dagger now.

'Pray don't distress yourself,' she said with fine
scorn. 'You may see him as much as you like—for
me.' Had she been wounded instead of mortified
she could not have used the words; but Fitzpiers's
hold upon her heart just now was slight.

They parted thus and there, and Grace went
moodily homeward. Passing Marty's cottage she ob-
served through the window that the girl was writing
instead of chopping as usual, and wondered what her
correspondence could be. Directly afterwards she met
people in search of her, and reached the house to
find all in serious alarm. She soon explained that she
had lost her way, and her general depression was attri-

buted to exhaustion on that account.
Could she have known what Marty was writing

she would have been surprised.

The rumour which agitated the other folk of
Hintock had reached the young girl, and she was
penning a letter to Fitzpiers, to tell him that Mrs.
Charmond's magnificent pile of hair was made up of
the writer's more largely than of her own. It was
poor Marty's only card, and she played it, knowing
nothing of fashion, and thinking her revelation a fatal

one for a lover.
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XXXIV

It was at the beginning of April, a few days after
the meeting between Grace and Mrs. Charmond in
the wood, that Fitzpiers, just returned from London,
was travelling from Sherton Abbas to Hintock in a
hired carriage. In his eye there was a doubtful light,
and the lines of his fastidious face showed a vague
disquietude. He appeared like one of those whose
aspect seem" to say to a beholder that they have
suffered a i wrong in being born.

His po. was in truth gloomy, and to his im-
pressible miiid it looked even gloomier than it was.
His jiractice had been slowly dwindling of late, and
now threatened to die out altogether, the undaunted
old Dr. Jones capturing patients up to Fitzpiers's
very door. Fitzpiers knew only too well the latest
and greatest cause of his unpopularity; and yet, so
illogical is man, the second branch of his sadness
grew out of a remedial measure proposed for the
first—a letter from Felice Charmond imploring him
not to see her again. To bring about their severance
still more effectually, she added, she had decided upon
almost immediate departure for the Continent.

The time was that dull interval in a woodlander's
life which coincides with great activity in the life of
the woodland itself—a period following the close of the
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winter tree-cutting and preceding the barking seison,
when the saps are jt st beginning to heave with the force
of hydraulic hfts inside all the trunks of the forest.

Winterljorne's contr:^ct was completed, and the plan-
tations were deserted. It was dusk: there were no
leaves as yet ; the nightingales would not begin to sing
for a fortnight; and the Mother of the Months wasm her most attenuated phase—starved and bent to a
mere bowed skeleton, which glided along behind the
bare twigs in Fitzpiers's company.

When he reached home he went straight up to his
wife's sitting-room. He found it deserted, and without
a fire. He had mentioned no day for his return;
nevertheless, he wondered why she was not there waiting
to receive him.

On descending to the other wing of the house and
mquinng of Mrs. Melbury, he learnt with much sur-
prise that Grace had gone on a visit to an acquaint-
ance at Shottsford-Forum three days earlier: that
tidings had on this morning reached her father of her
being very unwell there, in consequence of which he
had ridden over to see her.

Fit-piers went upstairs again, and the little drawing-
rjom, now lighted by a solitary candle, was not
rendered more cheerful by the entrance of Gnimmer
Oliver with an apronful of wood which she threw on
the hearth while she raked out the grate and rattled
about the fire-irons, with a view to making things
comfortable. Fitzpiers, guessing nothing of the revela-
tions in the wood, considered that Grace ought to have
let him know her plans more accurately before leaving
home ir. a freak like this. He went desultorily to
the window, the blind of which had not been pulled
down, and looked out at the thin, fast-sinking moon,
and at the stalk of smoke rising from the top of Suke
Damson's chimney, signifying that the young woman
had just lit her fire to prepare supper.
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He became conscious of a discussion in progress

on the opposite side of the court. Somebody had
looked over the wall to talk to the sawyers, and was
telling them in a loud voice news in which the name
of Mrs. Charmond soon arrested his ears.

'Grammer, don't make so much noise with that

grate,' said the surgeon; at which Grammer reared

herself upon her knees and held the fuel suspended
in her hand, while Fitzpiers half opened the window.

' She is off to foreign lands again at last—hev made
up her mind quite sudden-like—and it is thoughted
she'll leave in a day or two. She's been all as if her

mind were low for some days past—with a sort of fret

in her face, as if she chid her own soul. She's the

wrong sort of woman for Hintock—hardly knowing
a beech from a woak. But I don't care who the man
is, she's been a very kind friend to me.'

' Well—the day after to-morrow is the Sabbath day,

and without charity we be but tinkling simples; but
this I do say, that her going will be a blessed thing

for a certain married couple n.Iio remain.'

The fire was lighted, and Fitzpiers sat down in front

of it, restless as the last leaf upon a tree. ' A sort

of fret in her face, as if she chid her own soul.' Poor,
poor Felice

!

How her frame must be pulsing under the con-

ditions of which he had just heard the caricatxu-e;

how her fair temples must ache; what a mood of

wretchedness she must be in! But for this mixing
up of his name with hers, and her determination to

sunder their too close acquaintance on that account,

she would probably have sent for him professionally.

She was now sitting alone, suffering, perhaps wishing
she had not forbidden him to come again.

Unable to remain in this lonely room any longer,

or to wait for tht- meal which was in course of pre-

paration, he made himself ready for riding, descended
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to the yard, stood by the stabl^door while Darling was
saddled, and rode off down the lane. He wo aid have
preferred walking, but was weary with his day's travel.

As he approached the door of Marty South's cot-
tage, which It was necessary to pass on his way, she
carne from the porch as if she had been awaiting him
and met him in the middle of the road, holding up a
letter Fitzpiers took it without stopping, and asked
over his shoulder from whom it came.

Marty hesitated. 'From me,' she said with notice-
able nrmness.

This letter contained, in fact, Marty's declaration
tlut she was the original owner of Mrs. Charmond's
supplementary locks, and inclosed a sample from the
native stock, which had grown considerably by this
time. It was her long contemplated apple of discord,
and much her hand trembled as she handed the docu-
ment up to him.

But it was impossible, on account of the gloom
for Htzpiers to read it then, while he had the curiosity
to do so, and he put it in his pocket. His imagina-
tion having already centred itself on Hintock Housem his pocket the letter remained unopened and for-
gotten, all the while that Marty was hopefully picturing
Its excellent weaning effec. upon him.

He was not long in reaching the precincts of the
manor-house. He drew rein under a group of dark
oaks commanding a view of the front, and reflected
awhile. His entry would not be altogether unnaturalm tae circumstances of her possible indisposition; but
upon the whole he thought it best to avoid riding up
to the door. By silently approaching he could retreat
unobserved in the event of her not being alone. He
dismounted, hitched Dariing to a stray bough hanging
a little below the general browsing line of the trees
and proceeded to the door on foot.

In the meantime Melbury had returned from Shotts-
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ford-Forum. The great court or quadrangle of the

timl)er-merchant's house, divided from the shady lane

by an ivy-covered wall, was entered by two white gates,

one standing near each extremity of the wall. It had
so happened that at the moment when Fitzpiers was
riding out at the lower gate on his way to the manor-
house, Melbury was approaching the upper gate to
enter it. Fitzpiers, being in front of Melbury, was
seen by the latter, but the surgeon, never turning his

head, did not observe his father-in-law ambling up
slowly and silently under the trees, though his horse,

too, was a grey one.
* How is Grace ?

' said his wife, as soon as he
entered.

Melbury looked gloomy. 'She is not at all well,'

he said. 'I don't like the looks of her at all. I

couldn't bear the notion of her staying away in a
strange place any longer, and I begged her to let me
get her home. At last she agreed to it, but not till

after much persuading. I was then sorry that I rode
over instead of driving ; but I have hired a nice com-
fortable carriage—the easiest-going I could get—and
she'll be here in a couple of hours or less. I rode on
ahead to tell you to get her room ready ; but I see her
husband has come back.'

' Yes,' said Mrs. Melbury, She expressed her con-
cern that her husband had hired a carriage all the way
from Shottsford. • What it will cost

!

' she said.

* I don't care what it costs
!

' he exclaimed testily.

' I was determined to get her home. Why she went
away, I can't think ! She acts in a way that is not at

all likely to mend matters as far as I can see.'

Grace had not told her father of her interview with
Mrs. Charmond, and the disclosure that had l)een

whispered in her startled ear.

'Since Edred is come,' he continued, 'he might
have waited in till I got back, to ask me how she was,
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if it was only for a compliment. I saw him go outwere is he j;one ?
' b ""i

.

Mrs. MelL. ded her husband that ther. wasnot much douot abou the place of his first visit afteran absence She had, in fact, seen Fitzpiers tak-^ ^ho
direction of the manor-house.

Melbury said no more. It was exasperating to hin)
that just at this moment, when there was evei7 reason
for Fitzpiers to stay indoors, or, at any rate, to ride

rV^Z Shottsford road to meet his ailing wife, he
should be doing despite to her by going elsewhere'
I he old man went out of doors again; and, his horsebeing hardly unsaddled as yet, he told Upjohn to re
tighten the girths; again mounting, he rode oF at the
heels of the surgeon.

By the time that Melbury reached the park he was
prepared to go any lengths in combating this rank and
reckless errantry of his daughter's husband. He would
fetch home Edred Fitzpiers to-night by some means,
rough or fair; m his view there could come of his
interference nothing worse than what existed at presentAnd yet to every bad there is a worse

He had entered by the bridle-gate which admitted
to the park on this side, and cantered over the soft
turf almost m the tra.KS of Fitzpiers's horse, till he

r^ K i/^'' .^^^ °^ '''^'^' "'^^^^ ^hich his precursorhad halted. The whitish object that was indistinctly
visible here m the gloom of the boughs he found tobe Darling, as left by Fitzpiers.

' Damn him
!
why did he not ride up to the housem an honest way ? ' said Melbury.

h^^l^^l^^^f ^y Fitzpiers's example; dismounting,

nn .u i
^°"^

"l?"^^'
^" ^^J°'"'"g ^^^. ^"d wenton to the house on foot, as the other had done Hewas no longer disposed to stick at trifles in his i-i-

ronri'°"' ^"u
^''^. "°' ^"'^^'*^ *" g^^tly open the

front door without ringing.
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The lai^e square hall, with its oak floor, staircase,

and wainscot, was lighted by a dim lamp hanging from

a beam. Not a soul was visible. He went into the

corridor and listened at a door which he knew to be

that of the drawing-room; there was no sound, and,

on turning the handle, he found the room empty. A
fire burning low in the grate was the sole light of the

apartment; its beams flashed mockingly on the some-
what showy Versaillese furniture and gilding here, in

style as unlike that of the structural parts of the

building as it was possible to be, and probably intro-

duced by Felice to counteract the fine old English

gloom of the place. Disappointed in his hope of

confronting his son-in-law at once, he went on to the

dining-room, which was without light or fire, and per-

vaded by a cold atmosphere, signifying that she had
not dined there that day.

By this time Melbury's mood had a little mollified.

Everything here was so pacific, so unaggressive in its

repose, that he was no longer incited to provoke a

collision with Fitzpiers or with anybody. The com-
parative stateliness of the apartments influenced him
to an emotion, rather than to a belief, that where all

was outwardly so good and proper, there could not be
quite that dehinjuency within which he had suspected.

It occurred to him, too, that even if his suspicion were
justified, his abrupt, if not unwarrantable, entry into

the house might end in confounding its inhabitant at

the expense of his daughter's dignity and his own.
Any ill result would be pretty sure to hit Grace hardest

in the long run. He would, after all, adopt the more
rational course, and plead with Fitzpiers privately, as he
had pleaded with Mrs. Charmond.

He accordingly retreated as silently as he had
come. Passing the door of the drawing-room anew,

he fancied that he heard a noise within which was
not the crackling of the fire. Melbury gently re-
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°aw"at till' n^ T " f""''''' °^ ' ^^" '""^hes, andaw at the opposite window two figures in the act ofstepping out—a man and a woman—in whom he
recognized the lady of the house and his son-in-law

thelawn""
"' "^ ^^^ disappeared amid the gloom ol

He returned into the hall, and let himself out by

rnnr"^f
'"^'"^"^^ ^°°'' "°™"g ^°""d tO the laWH-front in time to see the two figures parting at the

:h^o%:ta/^''^
''' ^^--'^ °^ ^^^ »^-- ^-

fhoi^K"'
^;^'"'»0"d turned to hasten back immediately

that her lover had left her side ; and Fitzpiers going

SheTL'''''
'^^^^ ""^""^ '"'° '^"^ ^'''^'''^' °f

Melbury waited till Mrs. Charmond had re-entered
the druwing-room. and then followed after Fitzpiers
*: would give that precious young man a piece ofjjo^mmd to-night, even if he were not tempted to give

On plunging, however, into the thick shade of theclump of oaks, he could not discover Fitzpiers; neithercould he perceive his horse Blossom anywhere: but

Fit.perss mare Darhng still standing as before under
the tree adjoming that to which he had hitched

own rr;^ Z' ^ "'°'"'"' ^"^^"'^ *h°"g*^* that his

Zl K ; -^ y°""^ ^"^ 't^°"g' had broken awayfrom her fastemng; but on listening intently he couldhear her ambling comfortably along a little way aheadand a creaking of the saddle, which sl.Dwed that shehad a rider. Walking on as far as the small gate in

i 1 T"'^ t '^^ ^^^ he met a labourer, who, inreply to Melbury's inquiry if he had seen any pe^onon a grey horse, said that he had only met Dr
fitzpiers. ' •

It was just what Melbury had begun to suspect,
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Fitzpicrs had mounted the mare which did not helonj^
to him in mistake for his own—an oversight easily
explicable, in a man evt. unwitting in horseflesh, by
the gloom of the spot, and the near similarity of the
animals in appearance, though Melbury's was readily
enough seen to be the darker horse by day.

He hastened Ixick, and did what seemed best in the
circumstances—got upon old Darling, and rode rapidly
after Fitzpiers.

Melbury had just entered the wood, and was winuuig
along the cart-way which led hrough it, channelled
deep in the leaf-mould with large ruts thct were formed
by the timber-waggons in fetching the spoil of the
plantations, when all at once he descried in front, at
a point where the road took a turning round r. large
chestnut tree, the form of his own horse Blossom.
Melbury quickened Darling's pace, thinking to come
up with Fitzpiers.

Nearer view revealed that the horse had no rider.

At Melbury's approach it galloped friskily away under
the trees in a homeward direction. Thinking something
was wrong, the timber-merchant dismounted as soon as
he reached the chestnut, and after feeling about for a
minute or two discovered Fitzpiers lying on the ground.

'Here—help!' cried the latter a- soon as he felt

Melbury's touch :
' I have been thrown off. . . . But

there's not much harm done, I think.'

Since Melbury could not now very well read the
younger man the lecture he had intended, and as
friendliness would be hypocrisy, his instinct was to
speak not a single word to his son-in-law. He raised
Fitzpiers into a ^l* ung posture, and found that he was
a little stunned and stupefied, but, as he had said, not
otherwise hurt. How this fall had come alx)ut was
readily conjecturable : Fitzpiers, imagining there was
only old Darling under him, had been taken unawares
by the younger horse, anxious for the stable.
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iMelbury was n traveller of the old-fashioned sort •

having just come from Shottsford loruin he still had
in his pocket the pilgrim's flask of rum which he always^ed on journeys exceeding a dozen miles, though he
seldom drank much of it. He poured it down the
surgeon s^ throat, with such effect that he quickly re-

rrrlh ^fT ^"^'J^^
**" ^^^ '*^«»= ^^^ ^^e qu^tion

was what to do with him. He could not walk more
than a few steps, and the other horse had gone away

..fZ u^'?^
^"^'°" ^*^"'"''y ^•°"»"^«i »o get him

astnde Darling, mounting himself Ijehind, and holding

braid straight-backed, and high in the anthers, was
well able to carry double, at any rate as far as Hintock,and at a gentle pace.
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1 HE mare rr»' ^ a* wg with firm and cautious tread

through the ooji. ^ where Winterborne had worked, and
into the heavier soil where the oaks grew: thence
towards Marshcomlx; Bottom, intensely dark now with
overgrowth, and popularly supposed to Ije haunted by
spirits.

By this time Fitzpiers had quite recovered his physi-

cal strength. But he had eaten nothing since making
a hasty breakfast in London that morning, his anxiety

about Felice having hurried him away from home before

dining ; as a consequence the old rum administered by
his father-in-law flew to the young man's head and
loosened his tongue, 7/ithout his ever having recognized
who it was that had lent him a kindly hand. He
began to speak in desultory sentences, Melbury still

supporting him.

'I've come all the way from Ix>ndon to-day,' said

Fitzpiers. ' Ah, that's the place to meet your equals.

I live at Hintock—worse, at Little Hintock !—and I

am quite wasted there. There's not a man within ten
miles of Hintock who can comprehend me. ... I tell

you, Farmer What's-your-name, that I'm a man of
education. I know several languages : the poets and
I are familiar friends : I used to read more in meta-
physics than anybody within fifty miles; and since I
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Suntl^of Z*''''''"
"°^y -^^ '^'''^ "'^ '" »h- -hole

toTvJ w t^r? ^' "^ f""'•'*•
• • • Vet I am doomed

Hiitlk !
'

^'^^''P^^P'^ '" ^ miserable little hole like

' Indeed !

' muttered Melbury.
Here Fitzpiers, with alcoholic energy, reared himselfup suddenly from the bowed posture he had ^^0held thrustmg his shoulders so violently agains Mel

Keep a hold on the rems.
'People don't appreciate me here!' the surgeonexclaimed; then, lowering his voice, he added so%and slowly, 'except one-except one! ... A passionate soul, as warm as she is clever, as beautifuf as she

IS warm and as nch as she is beautiful. I say, old

rlT'i^'r^'"^, °' y°"^^ ^l"*^!^ ^^ rather Tght-
rather hke the eagle's, you know, that ate out the" liver

pL 1
"7 f~' ^^^ ""^^ °" M°""t Caucasus

People dont appreciate me, I say, except Aer/ . . .

b^'n mW r ^" ""i^^l^y '"^n! She would havebeen mme, she would have taken my name; but un-
fortunately xt cannot be so ! I stooped to mat; benJhme ; and now I rue it.'

The position was becoming a very trying one for

.^Id"'^^r?°'"''"^""^
'"-"tally. He was obliged tosteady F,tzp,ers with his left arm, and he began tohate the contact. He hardly knew what to do Itwas useless to remonstrate with Fitzpiers, in his intel-

lectual confusion from the rum and from the fallHe remained silent, his hold upon his companion, how^
ever, being stern rather than compassionate

ohlil?".^'""'
""'/ ''"'^' <^^™«'- '-though I am muchobliged to you for your kindness People don't

appreciate me, I say. Between ourselves, I am losiLmy practice here: and why? Because I ee ZtSs
an7rsitirn'"T"''''-"^

^""^*'°" •^' ^^^ in personand position._I mention no names, so nobody will

320



THE WOODLANDERS

be the wiser. . . . But I have lost her,—in a legitimate
sense, that is. If I were a free man now, things have
come to such a pass between us that she could not
refuse me ; while with her fortune (which I don't covet
for itself) I should have a chance of satisfying an
honourable ambition—a chance I have never had yet

!

. . . and now never, never shall have probably !

'

Melbury, his heart throbbing against the other's
backbone, and his brain on fire with indignation,
ventured to mutter huskily, 'Why?'

The horse ambled on some steps before Fitzpiers
replied. ' Because I am tied and bound to another by
law, as tightly as I am to you by your arm—not that
I complain of your arm—I thank you for helping me.
Well, where are we? Not nearly home yet? . .

Home, say I. It is a home! When I might have
been at the other house over there.' In a stupefied
way he flung his hand in the direction of the park.
' I was just two months too early in committing myself.
Had I only seen the other first

'

Here the old man's arm gave Fitzpiers a convulsive
shake.

' What are you doing ?
' continued the latter. ' Keep

still, please, or put me down. ... I was saying that I
lost her by a mere little two months! There is no
chance for me now in this world, and it makes me
reckless—reckless ! Unless, indeed, anything should
happen to the other one. She is amiable enough ; but
if anything should happen to her—and I hear she is ill

at this moment—well, if it should, I should be free

and my fame, my happiness, would be insured !

'

These were the last words that Fitzpiers uttered in
his seat in front of the timber-merchant. Unable
longer to master himself, Melbury whipped away his
spare arm from Fitzpiers's waist, and seized him by the
collar.

' You heartless villain—after all that we have done
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for ye!' he cried with a quivering lip. «And the

'!^^^\ ^uT
^^' y^"'^^ ^^' ^»d the roof we've pro-^ded to shelter ye! -It is to me, George MelbSry

that you dare to talk like that !

' The exclfmation ^^accompanied by a powerful swing from the shoulder,
which flung the young man headlong into the road.

Fitzpiers fell with a heavy thud upon the stumps ofsome brushwood which had been cut during the Jinter
preceding Darimg continued her walk for a fewpaces further and stopped.

wh«?h'^»fTJ'*'
"'^'

'
,^^^^^ murmured, repenting ofwhat he had done. ' He tried me too sorely, and now

perhaps I've murdered him !

'

fh.^^ T""^ ?^^^ '" ^^^ '^^^^^' ^"d looked towards
the spot on which Fitzpiers had fallen. To his greatsurpnse he beheld the surgeon rise to his feet, Si
scarcely hurt and walk away rapidly under the tr4s.Me Hry listened till the rustle of Fitzpiers's foot-
steps d,ed away • It might have been a crime, but for

Ln'T'"^/
Providence in providing leaves for his

f'th.' a"^ ^^' ''"^ *h^" 1^^ ^^^ reverted

monnL "^v t ^''^^^''' ""^ ^^ indignation somounted within him that he almost wished the fall hadput an end to the surgeon there and then
He had not ridden far when he discerned hisown grey mare standing under some bushes. Leaving

^TLul ^h
'"'''"'"'' ^'^^"y ^^"* ^°™d and

.^fl?^ H ^ TT' ^"'"^^' "o^ disheartened at
ts freak He made the pair of them fast to a tree andurning back endeavoured to find some trace of Rteiie^feehng pitifully that, after all. he had gone further thShe intended .rith the offender. But though he thTeldSthe wood hither and thither, his toes ploughingTayS

after layer of the little horny scrolls thatVonceSleaves, he could not find him. He stood still listeSand looking round. The breeze was oozing through ftfnetwork of boughs as through a strainer" the frSnks
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and larger branches stood against the light of the sky
in the forms of sentinels, gigantic candelabra, pikes,
halberds, lances, and whatever else the fancy chose to
make of them. Giving up the search, Melbury came
back to the horses, and walked slowly homeward,
leading one in each hand.

It happened that on the selfsame evening a boy had
been returning from Great to Little Hintock about the
time of Fitzpiers's passage home along that route. A
horse-collar, that had been left at the harness-mender's
to be repaired, was required for use at five o'clock next
morning, and in consequence the boy had to fetch it

overnight. He put his head through the collar, and
accompanied his walk by whistling the jne tune he
knew, as an antidote to fear.

The boy suddenly became aware of a ho.-:.e brushing
rather friskily along the track behind him, and, not
knowing whether to expect friend or foe, prudence
suggested that he should cease his whistling and retreat
among the trees till the horse and his rider had gone
by, a course to which he was still more inclined wb .1

he found how noiselessly they approached, and saw
that the horse looked pale, and remembered what he
had read about Death in the Revelation. He therefore
deposited the collar by a tree, and hid himself behind
it. The horseman came on, and the youth, whose eyes
were as keen as telescopes, to his great relief recognized
the doctor.

As Melbury surmised, Fitzpiers had in the darkness
taken Blossom for Darling, and he had not discovered
his mistake when he came up opposite the boy, though
he was somewhat surprised at the liveliness of his

"

usually placid mare. The only other pair of eyes on
the spot whose vision was keen as the young carter's
were those of the horse ; and, with that strongly con-
servative objection to the unusual which animals show,
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Blossom, on eyeing the collar under the tree—quite
invisible to Fitzpiers—exercised none of the patience
of the older horse, but shied sufficiently to unseat so
second-rate an equestrian as the surgeon.

He fell and did not move, lying as Melbury after-
wards found him. The boy ran away, salving his con-
science for the desertion by thinking how vigorously
he vjould spread the alarm of the accident when he got
to Hintock^ v.'hich he uncompromisingly did, incrusting
the skeleton event with a load of dramatic horrors

Grace had returned, and the fly hired on her account,
though not by her husband, at the Crown Hotel
Shottsford-Forum, had been paid for and dismissed.
Ihe long drive had somewhat revived her, her illness
being a feverish intermittent nervousness which had
more to do with mind than body, and she walked about
her sitting-room in something of a hopeful mood.
Mrs Melbury had told her as soon as she arrived that
her husband had returned from London. He had gone
out, she said, to see a patient as she supposed, and he
must soon be back, since he had had no dinner or tea
Grace would not allow her mind to harbour any sus-
picion of his whereabouts, and her stepmother said
nothing of Mrs. Charmond's rumoured sorrows and
plans of departure.

ou ^u *^^ yo""g ^fe sat by the fire, waiting silently.
She had left Hintock in a turmoil of aversion from her
husband, after the revelation of Mrs. Charmond, and
had intended not to be at home when he returned.
«ut she had thought the matter over, and had allowed
her fathers influence to prevail and bring her back •

and now somewhat regretted that Edred's arrival had
not preceded hers.

By and by Mrs. Melbury came upstairs with a slight
air of flurry and abruptness.

•I have something to tell—some bad news,' she
said. « But you must not be alarmed, as it is not so
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bad as it might have been. Edred has been thrown
off his horse. We don't think he is hurt much. It
happened in the wood the other side of Marshcombe
Bottom, where 'tis said the ghosts walk.'

She went on to give a few of the particulars, but
none of the invented horrors, that had been communi-
cated by the boy. ' I thought it better to tell you at
once,' she added, 'in case he should not—be very
well able to walk home, and somebody should bring
him.'

Mrs. Melbury really thought matters much worse
than she represented, and Grace knew that she thought
so. She sat down dazed for a few minutes, returning
a negative to her stepmother's inquiry if she could do
anything for her.

' Ah—yes—please go into the bedroom,' Grace said
on second thoughts, ' and see if all is ready there—in
case it is serious.' Mrs. Melbury thereupon called
Crammer, and they did as directed, supplying the room
with everything they could think of for the accommo-
dation of an injured man.

Nobody was left in the lower part of the house.
Not many minutes had passed when Grace heard a
knock at the door—a single knock, not loud enough
to reach the ears of thoae in the bedroom.

She went to the top of the stairs, and said faintly,
' Come up,' knowing that the door stood, as usual in
such houses, wide open. Retreating into the gloom
of the broad landing she saw rise up the stairs a
woman whom at first she did not recognize, till her
voice revealed her to be Suke Damson, in great fright
and sorrow. A streak of light from the partially closed
door of Grace's room fell upon her face as she came
forward, and it was drawn and pale.

' O, Miss Melbury— I would say Mrs. Fitzpiers,'

she said, wringing her hands. 'This terrible news-
is he dead? Is he hurted very bad? Tell me; I
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couldn't help coming—please forgive me, Miss Melbury—Mrs. Fitzpiers, I would say !

'

Grace sank down on the oak chest which stood on
the landing, and put her hands to her now flushed
fece and head. Ought she not to order Suke Damson
downstairs and out of the house? Her husband
might be brought in at any moment, and what would
happen? But could she order this genuinely grieved
woman away ?

There was a dead silence of half a minute or so
till Suke said, 'VVhy don't ye speak? Is he here?
Is he dead ? If so, why can't I see him—would it be
so very wrong ?

'

Before Grace had answered, somebody else came
to the door below—a footfall light as a roe's. There
was a hurried tapping upon the panel, as if with the
impatient tips of fingers whose owner thought not
whether a knocker were there or no. Without a pause,
and possibly guided by the stray beam of light on the
landing, the new-comer ascended the staircase as the
first had done. Grace started ; it was a lady. Grace
was sufficiently visible, and the lady came to her
side.

' I could niake nobody hear downstairs,' said Felice
Charmond, with lips whose dryness could almost be
heard, and panting, as she stood like one ready to sink
on the floor with distress. 'What is— the matter—tell
me the worst ! Can he live ?

'

She looked at Grace imploringly, without perceiving
poor Suke, who, dismayed at such a presence, had
shrunk away into the shade. Mrs. Charmond's little
feet were covered with mud : she was quite unconscious
of her appearance now.

• I have heard such a dreadful report,' she went on

:

' I came to ascertain the truth of it. Is he killed ?

'

' She won't tell us—he's dying—he's 'in that room !

'

burst out Suke, regardless of consequences, as she
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heard the distant movements of Mrs. Melbury and
Grammer in the bedroom at the end of the passage.

• Where ?
' said Mrs. Charmond ; and on Suke point-

ing out the direction she made as if to go thither.

Grace barred the way.
• He is not there,' she said. ' I have not seen him

any more than you. I have heard a report only

—

not so bad as you think. It must have been exagge-
rated to you.'

• Please do not conceal anything—let me know all
!

'

said Felice doubtingly.

'You shall know all I know. Indeed, you have
a perfect right to go into his bedroom ; who can have
a better than either of you ?

' said Grace with a delicate
sting which was lost upon them now, as, ceasing to
obstruct the way, she led on to the chamber door,
and flung it oprn. 'Wives all, let's enter together!
... I repeat, x have only heard a less alarming
account than you have heard; how much it means,
and how little, I cannot say. I pray God that it

means not much—in common humanity. You pro-
bably pray the same

—

-for other reasons.^

Then she regarded them there in the dim light

awhile, as, gathering with her round the empty bed of
Fitzpiers they stood dumb in their trouble, staring at it,

and at his night-shirt lying on the pillow ; not stinging
back at her, not heeding her mood. A tenderness spread
over Grace like a dew. It was well enough, conven-
tionally, to address either one of them in the wife's

regulation terms of virtuous sarcasm, as woman, creature,
or thing. But life, what was it, after all ? She had, like

the singer of the Psalm of Asaph, been plagued and
chastened all the day long ; but could she, by retribu-
tive words, in order to please herself, the individual,
'offend against the generation,' as that singer would not?

'He is dying, perhaps!' blubbered Suke Uamson,
putting her apron to her eyes.
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pffilS
^^' gestures and faces there were anxieties,

affection, agony of heart -all for a nun who hadwronged them—had never really behaved towards either
of them anyhow but selfishly. Neither one but would
have well-nigh sacrificed half her life to him, even now
1 he tears which his possibly critical situation could
not bnng to her eyes surged over at the contemplation
Of these feUow-women whose relations with him were
as close as her own without its conventionality. Shewent oi't to the balustrade, bent herself upon it. and

Thereupon Felice following began to cry also, with-
out using her handkerchief, letting the tears run down
sUently. While the three women stood together thus
pitying another though most to be pitied themselves,'
the pacing of a horse or horses became audible in the
court, and m a moment Melbury's voice was heard
calhng to his stableman.

Grace at once started up, ran down the stairs, and
out into the quadrangle as her father crossed it towards
the door. 'Father, wh.. . the matter ^N-ith him?'
she cried.

M 1^''°'
^iu"*^' ^^ ^^^^"'^ «b^"Ptly- 'Matter?

tT^\ru ^'' "y ^^^'' ^"^ ^^^^ yo" got home
sale? Why, you are better already! But you ought
not to be out in the air like this.'

' But he has been thrown off his horse !

'

,n^'^ 1"T' J ^"°'^- ' '^^ "• "'^ got "P again,
and walked off as well as ever. A fall on the l4ves
didn t hurt a spry fellow like him. He did not come
this way he added significantly. 'I suppose he went
to look for his horse. I tried to find him, but could
not. But after seeing him go away under the trees I
found the horse, and have led it home for safety So
he must walk. Now, don't you stay out here in this
night air.'

She returned to the house with her father. \Vhen
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she had again ascended to the l?nding and to her own
rooms beyond, it was a great relief to her to find that
both Petticoat the First ard Petticoat the Second of
her Bier-aimk had silently disappeared. They had, in

all prol>abiUty, heard the words of her father, and
departed, with their anxieties relieved.

Presently her parents came up to Grace, and busied
themselves to see that she was comfortable. Perceiving
soon that she would prefer to be left alone they went
away.

Grace waited on. The clock raised its voice now
and then, but her husband did not return. At her
father's usual hour for retiring he again came in
to see her. « Do not stay up,' she said, as soon as
he entered. '1 am not at all tired. I will sit up
for him.'

'I think it will be useless, Grace,' said Melbury
slowly.

• Why ?

'

' I have had a bitter quarrel with him. And. on that
account I hardly think he will return to-night.'

'A quarrel? Was that after the fall seen by the
boy?'

Melbury nodded an affirmative—without taking his
eyes off the candle.

'Yes; it was as we were coming home together,'
he said.

Something had been swelling up in Grace while her
father was speaking. ' How could you want to quarrel
with him ?

' she cried suddenly. ' Why could you not
let him come home quietly, if he were inclined to?
He is my husband ; and now you have married me
to him surely you need not provoke him unnecessarily ?

First you mduce me to accept liini, and then you do
things that divide us more than we should naturally
be divided !

'

' How can you speak so unjustly to nic, Grace ?

'
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Mid Melbury, with iuuignant sorrow, '/divide you
from your husband, indeed ! You little think '

He was inclined to say more—to tell her the whole
story of the encounter, and that the provocation he had
received had lam entirely in hearing her despised. But
It would have greatly distressed her, and he forbore.

You had better lie down. You are tired,' he said
soothmgly.

« Go9d-night.'

K ^® hpusehold went to bed, and a silence fell upon
the dwelling broken only by the occasional skirr of a
halter m Melbury's stables. Despite her father's advice
trrace stjll waited up. But nobody came.

It wa5 a critical time in Grace's emotio.ial life, that
night. She thought of her husband a good deal, and
for the nonce forgot Winterborne.

TT^'.^^rj^'^? ""^PPy '"O"^^" '""St have admired
Edred! she said to herself. 'How attractive he must
be to everybody; and indeed, he is attractive.' The
possibility IS that, piqued by rivalry, these ideas might
have been transmuted into their corresponding emotion

.

by a show of the least reciprocity in Fitzpiers. There
was, m truth, a lovebird yearning to fly

'^ om her heart •

and It wanted a lodging badly.
But no husband came. The fact ,. .s that Melbury

had been much mistaken aljout the condition of Fitz-
piers. People do not fall headlong on stumps of
underwood with impunity. Had the old man been
able to watch Fitzpiers narrowly enough, he would have
observed that, on rising and walking into the th'-ket he
dropped blood as he went; that he had not proceeded
fifty yards before he showed signs of being dizzy, and,
raif >g his hands to his head, reeled and fell.
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XXXVI

(jRACE was not the only one who watched and
meditated in Hintock that night. Felice Charmond
was in no mood to retire to rest at a customary hour

;

and over her drawing-room fire at the manor-house she
sat as motionless and i'^ .s deep a reverie as Grace i.

her little chaml^r at the homestead.

Having caught ear of Melbury's intelligence while

she had stood on the landing at his house, and been
eased of much of her mental distress, her sense of

personal decorum had returned upon her with a rush.

She descended the stairs and left the door like a ghost,

keeping close to the walls of the huilding till she got

round to the gate of the quadrangle, through which
she noiselessly passed almost liefore Grace and her

father had finished their discourse. Suke Damson had
thought it well to imitate her superior in this respect,

and, descending the Ixick stairs as Felice descended
the front, went out at the side door and home to her

cottage.

Once outside Melbury's gates, Mrs. Charmond ran

with all her speed to the manor-house, without stopping

or turning her head. She entered her own dwelling as

she had emc-gf^'d from it—by the drawing-room window.
Everything was just as she had left it: she K-d l)een

gone about three-quarters of an hour by the clock, and
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nobcK'y seemed to have discovered her absence. Tiredm Douy 111 tense in mind, she sat down Daloitatimrround..,., bewildered at what she had doic

^'''"'^'

visit 'vbV
„^"" f*»^^y^ by affrighted love into awsit

.
1..0.,, now that the emotion instigating it hadc^ned uowa under her belief that Fitfp.erf was in

pa» o wte !«au.;
, , v^m ! Somehow, in declarinK to

tirt "it?^
'"'"' '''' "n^-mliness of l.er infafulnon sru Iwd ,. own a convert to its irresistibility.

never aT''Vn""lf
°"''^''' 5"'" ^^^^"«^»^> but Heaven

Twlv iml TA T ! "/ !^' indispensable: she must go

temptlrn T\ '' '^ '"^"^ ^« ^^^^^"d furthertemptation. The struggle was too wearying, too hope-

u I'ti) V^'
'^™"'''^- ^' ^^^ but a continual c^^-tulation of conscience to what she dared not nameBy degrees, as she sat on and on, Felice's mind-helped perhaps by the anti-climax of supposing that

Xlrwo^'dr""^"*'''
''''' ^" ^^^ ^"g^'^bo^t ^i---grew wondrously strong in wise resolve. For the

wafso tr J^'f^'u
'° '"" """^ ^"b discretion ;

' and

sTe wished trf.'* f""'
^^'"'^^•"" '^y ^^ ^^P"^"^- that

ing up from her seat she began to gather roeether

roTm' rflT''"^^
knick-knacks scattered al.u theroom to feel that preparations were really in tram

henrH
^ v?'"^ ^""'^ ^"^ ^bere she fancied tfiat she

Ir^u .^ ^^PP^"^' ^t the uindow. A thoueht

o thai wLr'^^r'
'"^"' '^^^ ^^-''- "^ bad come

hoiw die r \

'''^'' ''' ^'"^ '* P^^^'ble that hesnould dare to do so now ! All the ser^-ants were»n bed and .n the ordinary course of afCa rs shewould have retired also. Th^.n she ren^beJed th.on stepping m by the casen.nt and clolg u she
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had not fastened the window-shutter, so that n streak
of light fn.m the interior of the room might have
revealed her vigil to an observer on the lawn. How
all things conspired against her keeping faith with
Grace

!

The tapping recommenced, light as from the bill of
a little bird : her illegitimate hope overcame her Hscre-
tion

: she went and pulled hack the shutter, determining
however to shake her head at him, and keep the case-
ment Securely closed.

What she saw outside might have struck terror
into a heart stouter than a helpless woman's at mid-
night. In the centre of the lo -st pane of the window
close to the glass, was a human face, w hich she barely
recognized as the face of Fitzpiers. It .v is surrounded
nth the darkness of the night without, corpse-like in
Its pallor, and covered with blood. As disclosed in the
square area of the pane it met her frightened eyes like a
replica of the Sudarium of St. Veronica.

He nrioved his lips, and looked at her Imploringly.
Her rapid mind pieced together in an instant a ^hjs-
siblc concatenation of events which mi|.ht have led to
this tragical issue. She unlatched the caser cnt with
a terrified hand, and bending down to wher he was
crouching pressed her face to his with passionate olici-
tude. She assisted him into the room without a
word, to do which it was almost ner ssary to lift hin
bodily.

',>uickly closing the window and fa? ning the
shutters she bent over him breaths lessh

'Are you hur much, much?' sb <,ied faintly
•O, O, how i?; this!'

'Rather mi.ch—but don't be frightened, he answered
in a diffimlt u-hisper, and turning rdmsdf to obtain
an easier position if possible. 'A .ittle w-ter, please.'

She ran across into the dining-room ir ^ brought
a bottle and glass, frm which he es -rl urank. He
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could then speak much better, and with her help got
upon the nearest couch.

'Are you dying, Edred?' she said. 'Do speak to me !'

'I am half. dead,' gasped Fitzpiers. 'But perhaps
I shall get over it. . . . It is chiefly loss of blood.'

' But I thought your fall did not hurt you ? ' said
she. ' Who did this ?

'

'Felice—my father-in-law! ... I have crawled to
you more than a mUe on my hands and knees—God
I thought I should never have got here ! . . . I have
come to you—because you are the only friend—

I

^ye m the world now. ... I can never go back toHmtock—never—to the roof of the Melburys i Not
poppy nor mandragora will ever medicine this bitter
feud. ... If I were only well again '

' Let me bind your head, now that you have rested.'
'Yes—but wait a moment—it stopped bleedine

fortunately, or I should be a dead man before now t

While m the wood I managed to make a tourniquet
of some halfpence and my handkerchief, as well as I
could m the dark. ... But listen, dear Felice! Can
you hide me till I am weU? Whatever comes, I can
be seen m Hmtock no more. My practice is nearly
gone you know—and after this I would not care to
recover it if I could.'

By this time Felice's tears began to blind her.
Where were now her discreet plans for sundering their
lives for ever ? To administer to him in his pain, and
trouble, and poverty, was her single thought. The
first step was to hide him, and she asked herself whereA place occurred to her mind.

She got him some wine from the dining-room which
strengthened him much. Then she managed to remove
his boots, and, as he could now keep himself upright
by leamng upon her on one side and a walking-stick
on the other, they went thus in slow march out of
the room and up the stairs. At the top she took him

334



THE WOODLANDERS

along a gallery, pausing whenever he required rest, and
thence up a smaller staircase to the least used part of
the house, where she unlocked a door. Within was
a lumber-room, containing abandoned furniture of all
descnptions, built up in piles which obscured the light
of the windows, and formed between them nooks and
lam in which a person would not be discerned even
should an eye gaze in at the door. The articles were
mamly those that had belonged to the previous owner
of the house, and had been bought in by the late Mr.
Charmond at the auction; but changing fashion, and
the tastes of a young wife, had caused them to be
rel^ated to this dungeon.

Here Fitzpiers sat on the floor against the waU till
she had hauled out materials for a bed, which she
spread on the floor in one of the aforesaid nooks.
She obtained water and a basin, and washed the dried
blood from his face and hands; and when he was
comfortably reclining fetched food from the larder.
While he ate, her eyes lingered anxiously on his face
following Its every movement with such lovingkindness
as only a fond woman can show.

He was now in better condition, and discussed
his position with her.

' What I fancy I said to Melbury must have been
enough to enrage any man, if uttered in cold blood
and with knowledge of his presence. But I did not
know him, and I was stupefied by what he had given
me, so that I hardly was aware of what I said. Well
—the veil of that temple is rent in twain ! . As Iam not going to be seen again in Hintock, my first
efiorts must be directed to allay any alarm that may
be felt at my absence, before I am able to get clear
away Nobody must suspect that I have been hurt
or there wUl be a country talk about me. Felice I
must at once concoct a letter to check all search for

I think if you can bring me a pen and paper
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I may be able to do it now. I could rest better if it

were done. Poor thing ! how I tire her with running
up and down !

'

She fetched writing materials, and held up the
blotting-book as a support to his hand, while he penned
a iMief note to his nominal wife.

' The animosity shown towards me by your father,'
he wrote in this coldest of marital epistles, 'is such
that I cannot return again to a roof which is his, even
though it shelters you. A parting is unavoidable, as
you are sure to be on his side in this division. I am
starting on a journey which will take me a long way
from Hintock, and you must not expect to see me
there again for some time.'

He then gave Grace a few directions bearing upon his
professional engagements and other practical matters,
concluding without a hint of his destination, or a
notion of when she would see him again. He offered
to read the note to Felice before he closed it up ; but
she would not hear or see it : that side of his obligations
distressed her beyond endurance. She turned away
from Fitzpiers, and sobbed bitterly.

'If you can get this posted at a place some miles
away,' he whispered, exhausted by the effort of writing,
^at Shottsford, or Port-Bredy, or still better, Budmouth,
it will divert all suspicion from this house as the place
of my refuge.'

•I will drive to one or other of the places myself—
anything to keep it unknown !

' she murmured, her voice
weighted with vague foreboding now that the excitement
of helping him had passed away.

Fitzpiers told her that there was yet one thing more
to be done. 'In creeping over the fence on to the
lawn,' he said, * I made the rail bloody, and it shows
rather too plainly on the white paint—I could see it

in the dark. At all hazards it should be washed off.

Could you do that also, Felice ?
*

336



THE WOODLANDERS

What will not women do on such devoted occasions?

Weary as she was she went—all the way down the

rambling staircases to the ground floor, then to search

for a lantern, which she lighted and hid under her

cloak ; then for a wet sponge, and next forth into the

night. The white railing stared out in the darkness at

her approach, and a ray from the enshrouded lantern

fell upon the blood—^just where he had told her it

would be found. She shuddered. It was almost too

much to bear in one day ; but with a shaking hand she

sponged the rail clean, and returned to the house.

The time occupied by these several proceedings was

not much less than two hours. When all was done,

and she had smoothed his extemporized bed, and
kissed him, and placed everything within his reach

that she could think of, she took her leave of him, and
locked him in.

m
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XXXVII

When her husband's letter reached Grace's handsbeanng upon it the postmark of a distant town, it netonce crossed her mind that Fitzpiers was Iv-ing woundSwithin a mile of her still. She felt relieved that he dWnot wnte more bitterly of the quarrel with her father

fS^of h,"'""
"'^'^ '^^^ ^"' ^"* ^^^ g-'-lmgidity of his communication quenched in her the incipient spark that events had kindled so shorriy I^UFrom this centre of information it was made knownin Hintock that the doctor had gone away ^nd as nonebut the Melbury household was awareZ'he S d not

the^^itJs^:;^:!^^^^.---
evenir^ towards the middle of the month a cl^l

the lawn n.h' 'kT °"'/'°"^ "'"^^^'^ "°"«- across

^L A , ^ '^^'*^' ""^ "^^ t^'^es. taking thence a

tXirr^d^-^"^
^^'^ *° *^^— point of^the

The mysterious personage was so disguised that his-own «nfe would hardly have known him.^ See Cha^mond was a practised hand at such work, a well shemight be; and she had done her utmost^n^aldt
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and painting Fitzpiers with the old materials of her art

i: the recesses of that lumber-room.

In the highway he was met by a covered carriage,

which conveyed him to Sherton Abbas, whence he
proceeded to the nearest port on the south coast, and
immediately crossed the Channel.

But it was known to everybody that three days after

this time Mrs. Charmond executed her oft-deferred

plan of setting out for a long term of travel and resi-

dence on the Continent. She went off one morning
as unostentatiously as could be, and took no maid
with her, having, she said, engaged one to meet her at

a point further on in her route. After that, Hintock
House, so frequently deserted, was again to be let.

Spring had not merged in summer when a clinching

rumour, founded on the best of evidence, reached the

parish and neighbourhood. Mrs. Charmond and Fitz-

piers had been seen together in Baden, in relations

which set at rest the question that had agitated the

little community ever since the winter.

Melbury had entered the Valley of Humiliation even
further than Grace. His spirit seemed broken.

But once a week J\e mechanically went to market as

usual, and here, as he was passing by the conduit one
day, his mental condition expressed largely by his gait,

he heard his name spoken by a voice formerly familiar.

He turned and saw a certain F:ed Beaucock—once
a promising lawyer's clerk and local dandy, who had
Ijeen called the cleverest fellow in Sherton, without

whose brains the firm of solicitors employing him would
be nowhere. But later on Beaucock had fallen into the

mire. He was invited out a good deal, sang songs at

agricultural meetings and burgesses' dinners : in sum,
victualled himself with spirits more frequently than was
good for the clever brains or body either. He lost his

situation, and after an absence spent in trying his

powers elsewhere came back to his native town, where,
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at the time of the foregoing events in Hintock, he gave
legal advic. for astonishingly small fees—mostly carry-
ing on his profession in public-house settles, in whose
recesses he might often have been overheard making
country-people's wills for half-a-crown, calling with a
learned voice for pen and ink and a halfpenny sheet of
paper, on which he drew up the testament, while rest-
ing it in a httle space wiped with his hand on the table
amid the liquid circles formed by the cups and glasses.
An idea implanted early in life is difficult to uproot
and many elderly tradespeople still clung to the notion
that Fred Beaucock knew a great deal of law.

It was he who had called Melbury by name.
'You look very down, Mr. Melbury—very if Imay say as much,' he observed, when the timber-

merchant turned. «But I know—I know A very
sad case—very. I was bred to the law, as you know

«r „ T,
Professionally no stranger to such matters.'

Well, Mrs. Fitzpiers has her remedy.'
' How—what—a remedy? ' said Melbury.
'Under the new law, sir. A new court was es-

tablished last year, and under the new statute, twenty
and twenty-one Vic, cap. eighty-five, unmarrying is
as easy as marrying. No more Acts of Parliament
necessary: no longer one law for the rich and an-
other for the poor. But come inside—I was just
going to have a nibleykin of rum-hot—I'll explain it
all to you.'

The intelligence amazed Melbury, who saw little
of newspapers. And though he was a severely correct
man m his habits, and had no taste for entering a
tavern with Fred Beaucock—nay, would have l5en
quite uninfluenced by such a character on any other
matter m the worid—such fascination lay in the idea
of delivering his poor girl from Ijondage, that it de-
prived him of the critical faculty. He could not
resist the ex-lawyer's clerk, and entered the inn.

340



THE WOODLANDERS

Here they sat down to the rum, which Melbury
paid for as a matter of course, Beaucock leaning back on
the settle with a legal gravity that would hardly allow
him to be conscious of the spirits before him; which
nevertheless disappeared with mysterious quickness.

How much of the exaggerated information on the
then new divorce laws imparted by Beaucock to his

listener was the result of ignorance, and how much
of dupery, was never ascertained. But he related

such a plausible story of the ease with which Grace
could become a free woman that her father was
irradiated with the project; and, though he scarcely

wetted his lips, Melbury never knew how he came
out of the inn, or when or where he mounted his gig
to pursue his way homeward.

But home he found himself, his brain having all

the way seemed to ring sonorously as a gong in the
intensity of its stir. Before he had seen Grace he
was accidentally met by Winterborne, who found his

face shining as if he had, like the Lawgiver, conversed
with an angel.

He relinquished his horse, and took Winterborne
by the arm to a heap of rendlewood—as barked oak
was here called—which lay under a privet hedge.

'Giles,' he said, when they had sat down upon
the logs, 'there's a new law in the land! Grace can
be free quite easily. I only knew it by the merest
accident. I might not have found it out for the
next ten years. She can get rid of him—d'ye hear

—

get rid of him. Think of that, my friend Giles !

'

He related what he had learnt of the new legal

remedy. A subdued tremulousness about the mouth
was dll the response that Winterborne made; and
Melbury added, 'My boy, you shall have her yet

—

if you want her.' His feelings had gathered volume
as he said this, and the articulate sound of the old
idea drowned his sight in mist.
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•Are you sure—about this new law?' asked Win-
terborne, so disquieted by a gigantic exultation which
loomed alternately with fearful doubt, that he evaded
the full acceptance of Melbury's last statement

Melbury said that he had no manner of doubt
for since his talk with Beaucock it had come into
his mmd that he had seen some time ago in the
weekly paper an allusion to such a legal change ; byt,
having no interest in those desperate remedies at the
moment, he had passed it over.

' But I'm not going to let the matter rest doubtful
for a single day,' he continued. ' I am going to Lon-
don. Beaucock will go with me, and we shall get the
best advice as soon as we possibly can. Beaucock is
a thorough Uwyer—nothing the matter with him but a
fiery palate. I knew him as the stay and refuge of
Sherfon in knots of law at one time.'

Winterbome's replies were of the vaguest. The
new possibUity was almost unthinkable at the mo-
ment. He was what was called at Hintock «a solid-
going fellow'; he maintained his abeyant mood, not
from want of reciprocity, but from a taciturn hesitancy
taught by life as he knew it.

'But,' continued the timber-merchant, a temporary
crease or two of anxiety supplementing those already
established in his forehead by time, 'Grace is not at

K ^f"'
Nothing constitutional, you know; but she

has been in a low nervous state ever since that
night of fnght. I don'l doubt but that she will be
all right soon. ... I wonder how she is this even-
ing? He rose with the words, as if he had )o long
forgotten her personality in the excitement o, ler pre-
visioned career.

Ti.dy had sat till evening was beginning to dye the
garden brown, and now went towards Melbury'.? house
Giles a few steps in the rear of his old friend, who was
stimulated by the enthusiasm of the moment to outstep

342



THE WOODLANDERS

the more ordinary pace of Winterborne. He felt shy
of entering Grace's presence as her reconstituted lover

—

which was how her father's manner would be sure to

present him—before definite information as to her

future state was forthcoming : it seemed too nearly

like the act of those who rush in where angels fear to

tread.

A chill to counterbalance all the glowing promise of

the day was prompt enough in coming. No sooner
had he followed the timber-merchant in at the door
than he heard Grammer inform him that Mrs. Fitzpiers

was still more unwell than she had been in the morn-
ing. Old Dr. Jones being in the neighbourhood they

had called him in, and he had instantly directed them
to get her to bed. They were not, however, to con-

sider her illness serious—a feverish, nervous attack,

the result of recent events, was what she was suffer-

ing from—and she would doubtless be well in a few
days.

Winterborne therefore did not remain, and his hope
of seeing her that evening was disappointed.

Even this aggravation of her morning condition did
not greatly depress Melbury. He knew, he said, that

his daughter's constitution was sound enough. It was
only these domestic troubles that were pulling her

down. Once free she would be blooming again. Mel-
bury diagnosed rightly, as parents usually do.

He set out for London the next morning, Jones
having paid another visit and assured him that he
might lep.ve home without uneasiness, especially on
an errand of that sort, which would the sooner put an
end to her suspense.

The timber-merchant had been away only a day or

two when it was told in Hintock that Mr. Fitzpiers's

hat had been found in the wood. Later on in the

afternoon the hat was brought to Melbury's, and, by
a piece of ill-fortune, into Grace's presence. It had
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doubtless lain in the wood ever since his fall from the
horse; but it looked so clean and uninjured—thesummer weather and leafy shelter having much favoured
Its preservation—that Grace could not Ijelieve it had
remained so long concealed. A very little fact was
enough to set her fevered fancy at work at this juncture-she thought him still in the neighbourhood, she
feared his sudden appearance; and her nervous malady
developed consequences so grave that Dr. Jones began
to look serious, and the household was alarmed

It was the beginning of June, and the cuckoo at
this time of the summer scarcely ceased his cry for
more than a couple of hours during the night. The
birds note, so familiar to her ears from infancy, wasnow absolute torture to the poor girl. On the Friday
following the Wednesday of Melbury's departme, and
the day after the discovery of Fitzpiers's hat, the cuckoo
began at two o'clock in the morning with a sudden
cry from one of Melbury's apple-irees, not three yards
from the window of Grace's room.
•O—he is coming!' she cried, and in her terror

sprang clean out of the bed upon the floor.
These starts and frights continued till noon : andwhen the doctor had arrived and had seen her, and

had talked with Mrs. Melbury, he sat down and medi-
tated. That ever-present terror it was indispensable
to remove from her mind at all hazards: and he
thought how this might be done.

Without saying a word to anybody in the house
or to the disquieted Winterborne waiting in the lane
below. Dr. Jones went home and wrote to Mr. Melbury
at the address in London he had obtained from his
wife. The gist of his communication was that Mrs
Fitzpiers should be assured as soon as possible that
steps were taken to sever the bond which was becoming
a torture to her; that she would soon be free; and
was even then virtually so. ' If you can say it at once
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it may be the means of averting much harm,' he said.

•Write to herself; not to me.'

On Saturday he drove over to Hintock, and assured
her with mysterious pacifications that in a day or two
she might expect to receive some good news.

So it turned out. When Sunday morning came
there was a letter for Grace from her father. It arrived
at seven o'clock, the usual time at which the toddling
postman passed by Hintock: at eight Grace awoke,
having slept an hour or two for a wonder, and Mrs.
Melbury brought up the letter.

'Can you open it yourself? ' said she.

*0 yes, yes!' said Grace with feeble impatience.
She tore the envelope, unfolded the sheet, and read;
when a creeping blush tinctured her whitie neck and
cheek.

Her father had exercised a bold discretion. He
informed her that she need have no further concern
about Fitzpiers's return; that she would shortly be a
free woman; and therefore if she should desire to
wed her old lover—which he trusted was the case,

since it was his own deep wish—she would be in a
position to do so. In this Melbury had not written
beyond his belief. But he very much stretched the
facts in adding that the legal formalities for dissolving
her union were practically settled.

The truth was that on the arrival of the doctor's
letter poor Melbury had been much agitated, and could
with difficulty be prevented by Beaucock from returning
to her bedside. What was the use of his rushing back
to Hintock? Beaucock had asked him. The only
thing that could do her any good was a breaking of
the bond. Though he had not as yet had an inter-

view with the eminent solicitor they were about to

consult, he was on the point of seeing him ; and the
case was clear enough. i'hus the simple Melbury,
urged by his parental alarm at her danger, by the
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r^resentaHons of his companion, and by the doctor's
letter had yielded, and sat down to tell her roundly
that she was virtually free.

•And you'd better write also to the gentleman'
suggested Beaucock, who, scenting fame and the germ
of a large practice in the case, wished to commit
Melbuiy to It irretrievably: to effect whirh he knew
that nothing would be so potent as awakening the
passion of Grace for Winterbome, so that her father
might not have the heart to withdraw from his attempt
to make her love legitimate when he discovered that
there were difficulties in the way.

The nervous, impatient Melbury was much pleased
with the Idea of 'starting them at once,' as he called

UA tZ,^^^
*"* long-delayed reparative scheme in train

had become a passion wjth him now. He added to
the letter addressed to his daughter a passage hinting
that she ought to begin to encourage Winterbome,
test she should lose him altogether; and he wrote to
Uiles that the path was virtually open for him at last
Life was short, he declared; he, her father, was getting
old; there were slips betwixt the cup and the lip: her
interest m him should be reawakened at once, that
all might be ready when the good time came for
uniting them.
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XXXVIII

At these warm words Wintcrlx^rtie was nniich nv)ved.
The novelty of the avowal nndtrtd wh.U it chrried
with it inapprehensible by him al! at on<:c Only a
few short months ago completely esrrange<i from this

family—beholding Grace going to and fro in the dis
tanre, clothed with the alienating radiance of obvious
superiority, the wife of the then popubr and fashionable
I'itzpiers, hopelessly outside hi social boundary down
to b. recent a time that flowers then folded were hardly
fadea yet—he was now asked by that jealously-guarding
father of hers to take courage ; h> get himself ready for
the day when he should be able to claim her.

The old times came back to him in dim procession.
How he had been snubbed ; how Melbury had despised
his Christmas party : how that sweet, coy Grace herself
had looked down upon him and his household arrange-
ments, and poor Creedle's contrivances !

Well, he could not believe it. Surely the adaman-
tine barrier of marriage with another could not be
pierced like this! It did violence to custom. Yet
a new 'iw might do anything. But was it at all

within the bounds of probability that svoman who,
over and above her own attainments, had been ac-
customed to those of a cultivated professional man,
could ever be the wife of such as he ?—that the ceorl,
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Giles VVinterbome, would be able to make such a
damty girl happy now that she stood in a position
further removed from his own than at first > He
was full of doubt.

Nevertheless, it was not in him to show backward-
ness. To act so promptly as Melbury desired him
to act seemed, mdeed, scarcely wise, because of the
uncertainty of events. Giles knew nothing of legal
procedure; but he did know that for him to step up to
Grace as a lover before the bond which bound her was
actually dissolved was simply an extravagant dream of
her father's overstrained mind. He pitied Melbury for
his almost childish enthusiasm, and saw that the ageing
man must have suffered acutely to be weakened to this
unreasoning desire.

Winterborne was far too magnanimous to harbour
any cynical conjecture that the timber-merchant, in his
intense affection for Grace, was courting him now because
that young lady, when disunited, would be left in an
anomalous position, to escape which a bad husband was
better than none. He felt quite sure that his old friend
was simply on tenterhooks of anxiety to repair the
almost irreparable error of dividing two whom nature
had stnven to join together in earlier days, and that in
his ardour to do this he was oblivious of formalities.
Ihe cautious supervision of his past years had over-
leapt itself at last. Hence Winterborne perceived that
in this new beginning, the necessary care not to com-
promise Grace by too early advances must lie exercised
by himself.

There is no such thing as a stationary love : men
are either loving more or loving less; but Giles re-
cognized no decline in his sense of her dearness. He
had been labouring ever since bis rejection and her
niarnage to reduce his former passion to a docile friend-
ship, out of ijure regard to its exixxliency ; out hitherto
he had experienced no great success in his attempt.
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A week and more passed and there was no further
news of Melbury. But the effect of the intelligence
he had already transmitted upon the elastic-nerved
daughter of the woods had been much as the old
surgeon Jones had surmised. It had soothed her
perturbed spirit better than all the opiates in the phar-
macopceia. She had slept unbrokenly a whole night
and a day. The ' new law ' was to her a mysterious,
beneficent, god-like entity, lately descended upon earth,
that would make her as she once had been without
trouble or annoyance. Her position fretted her, its
abstract features rousing an aversion which was greater
than her aversion to the personality of him who had
caused it. It was mortifying, productive of slights, un-
dignified. Him she could forget: her circumstances
she had always with her.

She saw nothing of Winterbome during the days of
her recovery

; and perhaps on that account her fancy wove
about him a more romantic tissue than it could have
done if he had stood liefore her with all the specks and
flaws inseparable from concrete humanity. He rose
upon her memory as the fruit-god and the wood-god in
alternation: sdmetimes leafy and smeared with green
lichen, as she had seen him amongst the sappy boughs
of the plantations : sometimes cider-stained and starred
with apple-pips, as she had met him on his return from
ader-making in Blackmoor Vale, with his vats and
press., beside him. In her secret heart she approxi-
mated to her father's enthusiasm in wishing to show
Giles once for all how she still regarded him.

The question whether the future would indeed bring
them together for life was a standing wonder with her.
She knew that it could not with any propriety do so
just yet. But reverently believing in her father's sound
judgment and knowledjre, as good girls are wont to do,
she rememljered what he had written about her giving a
hint to Winterlwrne lest there should Ix; risk in delay,
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and her feelings were not averse to such a step, so far

as it could be done without danger at this early stage of
the proceedings.

From being but a frail phantom of her former self,

she returned in bounds to a condition of passable hope-
fulness. She bloomed again in the face in the course of
a few days, and was well enough to go alxiut as usual.

One day Mrs. Melbury proposed that for a change
she should be driven in the gig to Sherton market,
whither Melbury's man was going on other errands.
Grace had no business whatever in Sherton: but it

crossed her mind that Winterborne would probably
be there, and this made the thought of such a drive
interesting.

On the way she saw nothing of him ; but when the
horse was walking slowly through the obstructions of
Sheep Street, she discerned the young man on the pave-
ment. She thought of that time when he had lx;en

standing under his apple-tree on her return from school,

and of the tender opportunity then missed through her
fastidiousness. Her heart rose in her throat. She
abjured all fastidiousness now. Nor did she forget the
last occasion on which she had beheld him in that
town, making cider in the courtyard of the Earl of
Wessex Hotel, while she was figuring as a fine lady in

the balcony above.

Grace directed the man to set her down there in the
midst, and immediately went up to her lover. Giles
had not before observed her, and his eyes now sup-
pressedly looked his pleasure, without, perhaps, quite
so much embarrassment as had formerly marked him
at such meetings.

When a few words had Ixjen spoken, she said invit-

ingly, ' I have nothing to do. Perhaps you are deeply
engaged ?

'

' I ? Not a hit. My business now at the best of
times is small, I am sorry to say.'
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•Well, then— I am going into the Abbey. Come
along with me.'

The proposition had suggested itself as a quick

escape from publicity, for many eyes were regarding

her. She had hoped that sufficient time had elapsed for

the extinction of curiosity ; but it was quite otherwise.

The people looked at her with tender interest as the

deserted girl-wife—without obtrusiveness, and without

vulgarity ; but she was ill prepared for scrutiny in any

shape.

They walked about the Abbey aisles, and presently

sat dovn. Not a soul was in the building save them-

selves. She regarded a stained window, with her head

sideways, and tentatively asked him if he remembered
the last time they were in that town alone.

He remembered it perfectly, and remarked, ' You
were a proud damsel then, and as dainty as you were

high. Perhaps you are now ?

'

Grace slowly shook her head. ' Affliction has taken

all that out of me,' she answered impressively. ' Perhaps

I am too far the other way now.' As thare was some-

thing lurking in this that she could not explain, she

added so quickly as not to allow him time to think of

it, ' Has my father written to you at all ?

'

' Yes,' said Winterhorne.

She glanced ponderingly up at him. • Not about

me?'
'Yes.'

She saw that he had been bidden to take the hint

as to the future which she had been bidden to give,

and the discovery sent a scarlet pulsation through her

for the moment. However it was only Giles who stood

there, of whom she had no fear ; and her self-possession

returned.

• He said I was to sound you with a view to—what

you will understand, if you care to,' continued ^^'^inter-

bome in a low voice. Having l)een put on this track
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by herself, he was not disposed to abandon it in a
hurry.

They had been children together, and there was
between them that familiarity as to personal affairs
which only such acquaintanceship can give. «You
know, Giles,' she answered, speaking in a very practical
tone, ' that that is all very well ; but I am in a very
anomalous position at present, and I cannot say any-
thing to the point about such things as those.'

'No?' he said, with a stray air as regarded the
subject. He was looking at her with a curious con-
sciousness of discovery.

He had not been imagining that their renewed inter-
course would show her to him thus. For the first time
he realized an unexpectedness in her, which after all
should not have been unexpected. She before him
was not the girl, Grace Melbury, whom he had used to
know. Of course, he might easily have prefigured as
much

; but it had never occurred to him. She was a
woman who had been married; she had moved on;
and without having lost her girlish modesty, she had
lost her girlish shyness. The inevitable change, though
known to him, had not been heeded; and it struck
him into a momentary fixity. The truth was that he
had never come into close comradeship with her since
her engagement to Fitzpiers, with the brief exception
of the evening encounter under High-Stoy Hill, when
she met him with his cider apparatus ; and that inter-
view had been of too cursory a kind for insight.

Winterborne had advanced, too. Shy though he
was, he could criticize her somewhat. Times had l)een
when to criticize a single trait in Grace Melbury would
have lain as far beyond his powers as to criticize a
deity. And this thing was sure as the result of his
criticism: it was a new woman in many ways whom
he had come out to see: a creature of more ideas,
more dignity, and, above all, more assurance, than the
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original Grace had been capable of. He could not at
first decide whether he were pleased or displeased at

this. But upon the whok the novelty attracted him.
She was so sweet an<J sensitive that she feared his

silence betokened someth»iig in im brain of the nature
of an enemy to her.

• What are you thinking of that naikm those Hnci come
in your forehead ?

' she asked. ' I did not mean to oflbnd
you by speaking of the time being premature as yH.'

Touched by the genuine loving-kindness which had
lain at the foundation of these words, and much moved,
Winterborne turned his face aside, as he took her by
the hand. He was grieved that he had criticized her.

' You are very good, dear Grace,' he said in a low voice.
' You are better, much better, than you used to be.'

'How?'
He could not very well tell her how, and said with

an evasive smile, 'You are prettier;' which was not
what he really had meant. He then remained still

holding her right hand in his own right, so that they
faced in opposite ways ; and, as he did not let go, she
ventured upon a tender remonstrance.

' I think we have gone as far as we ought to go at

present—and far enough to satisfy my poor father

that we are the sr.me as ever. You see, Giles, my
case is not settled yet, and if—O, suppose I never get
free !—there should be any hitch or informality

!

'

She drew a catching breath, and turned pale. The
duologue had been affectionate comedy up to this point.

The gloomy atmosphere of the past, and the still

gloomy horizon of the present, had been for the interval

forgotten. Now, the whole environment came back ; the
due balance of shade among the light was restored.

' It is sure to be all right, I trust,' she resumed in

uneasy accents. ' What did my father say the solicitor

had told him ?

'

' O—that all is sure enough. The case is so clear
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—nothing could be clearer. But the legal part is not
yet quite done and finished, as is natural.'

'O no,—of course not,' she said, sunk in meek
thought. « But father said it was almost—6x6. he not ?

Do you know anything about the new law that makes
these things so easy ?

'

• Nothing—except the general fact that it enaWes
ill-assorted husbands and wives to part in a way tiiey

could not formerly do without an Act of Parliament.'
' Have you to sign a paper, or swear anything ? Is

it something like that ?

'

' Yes, I believe so.'

* How long has it been introduced ?

'

* About six months or a year, the lawyer said, I think.'

To hear tiw^c two Arcadian innocents talk of im-
perial law wOTild have made a humane person weep
who should have known what a dangerous structure
they were building up on their supposed knowledge.
They remained in thought, like children in the presence
of the incomprehensible.

Giles,' she said at last, • it makes me quite weary
when I think how serious my situation is, or has been.
Shall we not go out from here now, as it may seem
rather fast ofme—our being so long together, I mean—if

anybody were to see us ? I am almost sure,' she added
uncertainly, ' that I ought not to let you hold my hand
yet, knowing that the documents—or whatever it may
be—have not been signed ; so that I am still as married
as ever—or almost. My dear father has forgotten him-
self. Not that I feel morally bound to any one else,

after what has taken place—no woman of spirit could
now, too, that several months have passed. But I wish
to keep the proprieties as well as I can.'

' Yes, yes. Still, your father reminds us that life is

short. I myself feel that it is ; that is why I wished to
understand you in this that we have begun. At times,

dear Grace, since receiving your father's letter, I am
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as uneasy and fearful as a child at what he said. If one
of us were to die before the formal signing and sealing
that is to release you have been done—if we should drop
out of the world and never have made the most of this

little, short, but real opportunity, I should think to my-
self as I sank down dying, " Would to my God that I had
spoken out my whole heart—given her one poor little

kiss when I had the chance to give it ! But I never did,
although she had promised to be mine some day ; and
now I never can." That's what I should think.'

She had begun by watching the words from his lips

with a mournful regard, as though their passage were
visible ; but as he went on she dropped her glance.

'Yes,' she said, 'I have thought that, too. And,
because I have thought it, I by no means meant, in

speaking of the proprieties, to be reserved and cold
to you who loved me so long ago, or to hurt your
heart as I used to at that thoughtless time. O, not
at all, indeed ! But—ought I to allow you—O, it is

too quick—surely
!

' Her eyes filled with tears of be-

wildered, alarmed emotion.

Winterbome was too straightforward to influence her
further against her better judgment. ' Yes—I suppose
it is,' he said repentantly. • I'll wait till all is settled.

What has your father said in his letters to you ?

'

He meant about his progress with the petition;

but she, mistaking him, frankly spoke of the personal
part. ' He says—what I have implied. Should I tell

more plainly ?

'

* O no—don't, if it is a secret.'

'Not at all. I will tell every word, straight out,

Giles, if you wish. He says I am to encourage you.

There ! But I cannot obey him further to-day. Come,
let us go now.' She gently slid her hand from his,

and went in front of him out of the Abbey.
• I was thinking of getting some dinner,' said Winter-

borne, changing to the prosaic as they walked. ' And
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you, too, must require something. Do let me take
you to a place I know.'

Grace was almost without a friend in the world
outside her father's house ; her life with Fitzpiers had
brought her no society ; had sometimes, indeed, l»-ought

her deeper solitude than any she had ever known before.

Hence it was a treat to her to find herself again the
object of thoughtful care. But she questioned if to
go publicly to dine alone with Giles Winterbome were
not a proposal due rather to his unsophistication than
to his prudence. She said gently, that she would much
prefer his ordering her lunch at some place, and then
coming to tell her it was ready, while she remained
in the Abbey porch. Giles saw her secret reasoning,
thought how hopelessly blind to propriety he was beside
her, and went to do as she wished.

He was not absent more than ten minutes, and
found Grace where he had left her.

' It will be quite ready by the time you get there,'

he said, and told her the name of the inn at which
the meal had been ordered, which was one that she
had never heard of.

' I'll find it by inquiry,' said Grace, setting out.
' And shall I see you again ?

'

*0 yes—come to me there. It will not be like

going together. I shall want you to find my father's

man and the gig for me.'

He waited on some ten minutes or a quarter of an
hour, till he thought her lunch ended, and that he
might fairly take advantage of her invitation to start

her on her way home. He went straight to The Three
Tuns—a little tavern in a side street, scrupulously clean,

but humble and inexpensive. On his way he had an
occasional misgiving as to whether the place had been
elegant enough for her; and as soon as he entered it,

and saw her ensconced there, he perceived that he had
Sundered.
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Grace was seated in the only dining-room that the
simple old hostelry could boast of, which was also a
general parlour on market days : a long, low apartment,
with a sanded floor herring-boned with a broom, a wide,
red-curtained window to the street, and another to the
garden. Grace had retreated to the end of the room
looking out upon the latter, the front part being full of
a mixed company of dairymen and butchers which had,
to be just to him, dropped in since he was there.

She was in a mood of the greatest depression. On
arriving, and seeing what the tavern was like, she had
been taken by surprise; but, having gone too for to
retreat, she had heroically entered and sat down on
the well-scrubbed settle, opposite the narrow table, with
its knives and steel forks, tin pepper-boxes, blue salt-

cellars, and posters advertising the sale of bullocks
against the wall. The last time that she had taken
any meal in a public place it had been with Fitzpiers

at the dignified Earl of Wessex Hotel in that town,
after a two months' roaming and sojourning at the
gigantic hotels of the Continent.

How could she have expected any other kind of
accommodation in present circumstances than such as
Giles had provided? And yet how unprepared she
was for this change ! The tastes that she haa acquired
from Fitzpiers had been imbibed so subtly that she
hardly knew she possessed them till confronted by this

contrast. The elegant Fitzpiers, in fact, at that very
moment owed a long bill at the above-mentioned hotel

for the luxurious style in which he used to put her
up there whenever they drove to Sherton. But such
is social sentiment that she had been quite comfortable
under those debt-impending conditions, whilst she felt

humiliated by her present situation, which Winterborne
had paid for honestly on the nail.

He had noticed in a moment that she shrank from
her position, and all his pleasure was gone. It was the
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same susceptibility over again which had spoiled his
Christmas party long ago.

But he did not know that this recrudescence was
only the casual result of Grace's apprenticeship to what
she was determined to learn in spite of it—a conse^
quence of one of those sudden surprises which confront
everybody bent upon turning over a new leaf. She
had finished her lunch, which he saw had been a very
mincing performance; and he brought her out of the
house as soon as he could.

'Now,' he said, with great sad eyes, 'you have not
finished at all well, I know I Come round to the Earl
of Wessex. I'll order a tea there. I did not remember
that what was good enough for me was not good enough
for you.'

Her face faded into an aspect of detp distress when
she saw what had happened. * O no, Giles ! ' she
said with extreme earnestness; 'certainly not. Why
do you—say that, when you know better? You ever
will misunderstand me.'

'Indeed, that's not so, Mrs. Fitzpiers. Can you
deny that you felt out of place at The Three Tuns ?

'

*I don't know! . . . Well, since you make me
speak, I do not deny it.'

•And yet I have felt at home there these twenty
years. Your husband used always to take you to the
Earl of Wessex, did he not ?

'

'Yes,' she reluctantly aJmitted. How could she
explain in the street of a market-town that it was her
superficial and transitory taste which had been offended,
and not her nature or her af/ection ?

Fortunately, or unfortunately, at that moment they
saw Melbury's man driving vacantly along the street in
search of her, the hour having passed at which he had
been told to take her up. Wmterborne hailed him, and
she was powerless then to prolor il^e discourse. She
entered the vehicle sadly, and the 1 oise trotted away.
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XXXIX

All nighi did Winterborne think over that unsatis-

factory ending of a pleasant time, forgetting the pleasant

time itself. He feared anew that they could never be

happy together, even should she be free to choose him.

She was accomplished : he was unrefined. It was the

original difficulty, which he was too thoughtful to reck-

lessly ignore, as some men would have done in his

place.

He was one of those silent, unobtrusive beings who
want little from others in the way of favour or con-

descension, and perhaps on that very account scrutinize

those others' behaviour too closely. He was not versa-

tile, but one in whom a hope or belief which had once
had its rise, meridian, and decline, seldom again exactly

recurred, as in the breasts of more sanguine mortals.

He had once worshipped her, laid out his life to suit

her, wooed her, and lost her. Though it was with

almost the same zest, it was with not quite the same
hope, that he had begun to tread the old tracks again,

and had allowed himself to be so charmed with her

that day.

Move another step towards her he would not. He
would even repulse her—as a tribute to conscience. It

would be sheer sin to let her prepare a pitfall for her

happiness not much smaller than the finit by inveigling
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THE WOODLANDERS

her into a union with such as he. Her poor father wasnow bhnd to these subtleties, which he had formerly
beheld as m noontide light. It was his own duty to
declare them—for her dear sake.

Grace, too, had a very uncomfortable night, and her
sohcitous emoarrassment was not lessened the next
morning when another letter from her father was put
into her hands. Its tenor was an intenser strain of theone that had preceded it.

After stating how extremely glad he was to hear

went tn
-"^^

'
^""^ ^^^^ *° ^^' °"' °^ '^°°''' ^^

' This is a wearisome business, the solicitor we have come to seebeing out of town. I do not know when I shall get home.^
great anxiety in this delay is still lest you should lose Giles Winter-

U hnL.-n
^^"1°^ '^^ f °'^*'' ^" *^'"''*"e *^^' *Wle our business

2
hanging fire he may become estranged, or in his shyness go awayfrom the neighbourhood. I have set my heart upon seeing himyour husband, if you ever have another. Do then, Grace, give h msome temporary encouragement, even though it is over-early. Forwhen I consider the past I do think God will forgive me and youor being a little forward. I have another reason for this, my dJa"

LfhtTT ^^°'"!. "^P'^^^ ^°*" *>""' ^^ '^'« affairs have still

res! in peace.'
"' *'^- ^^ ""'" '^^ '^^^ '"" ^°"« ^ <=^""°'

He added a postscript

:

'I have just heard that the solicitor is to be seen to-morrow.
Possibly, therefore. I shall return in the evening after you gel

The paternal longing ran on all-fours with her own
desire; and yet m forwarding it yesterday she had been
on the brink of giving offence. While craving to bea country girl again, just as her father requested- to
put off the old Eve, the fastidious miss— or rather
madam-completely, her first attempt had been beaten
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by the unexpected vitality of that fastidiousness. Her
father on returning and seeing the trifling coolness of
Giles would be sure to say that the same perversity
which had led her to make difficulties about marrying
Fitzpiers was now prompting her to blow hot and cold
with poor Winterborne.

If the latter had been the most subtle hand at touch-
ing the stops of her delicate soul instead of one who
had just bound himself to let her be mute on all that
appertained to his personality, he could not have acted
more seductively than he did that day. He chanced
to be superintending some temporary work in a field

opposite her windows. She could not discover what
he was doing, but she read his mood keenly and truly

:

she could see in his coming and going an air of deter-
mined abandonment of the whole landscape that lay in
her direction.

O, how she longed to make it up with him ! Her
father coming in the evening—which meant, she sup-
posed, that all formal! aes would be in train, her marriage
virtually annulled, and she be free to be won again
how could she look him in the face if he should see
them estranged thus?

It was a fair green afternoon in June. She was
seated in the garden, in the rustic chair which stood
under the laurel-bushes, made of peeled oak branches
that came to Melbury's premises as refuse after barking-
time. The mass of full-juiced leafage on the heights
around her was just swayed into faint gestures by a
nearly spent wind, which, even in its enfeebled state,

did not reach her shelter. All day she had expected
Giles to call—to inquire how she had got home, or
something or other; but he had not come. And he
still tantalized her by going athwart and across that
orchard opposite. She could see him as she sat.

A slight diversion was presently created by Creedle
bringing him a letter. She knew from this that Creedle
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had just come from Sherton, and had called as usual at
the post-office for anything that had arrived by the
afternoon post, of which there was no delivery at
Hintock. She pondered on what the letter might
contain—particularly whether it were a second refresher
for Winterborne from her father, like her own of the
morning.

But it appeared to have no bearing upon herself
whatever. Giles read its contents, and almost im-
mediately turned away to a gap in the hedge of the
orchard—if that could be called a hedge which, owing
to the drippings of the trees, was little more than a
bank with a bush upon it here and there. He entered
the plantation, and was no doubt goi ig that way home-
ward to the mysterious hut he occupied on the other
side of the woodland.

The sad sands were running swiftly through Time's
glass; she had often felt it in these latter days; and,
like Giles, she felt it doubly now after the solemn and
pathetic reminder in her father's communication. Her
freshness would pass, the long-suffering devotion of
Giles might suddenly end—might end that very hour.
Men were so strange. The thought took away from
her all her former reticence, and made her action bold.
She started from her seat. If the little breach, quarrel,
or whatever it might be called, of yesterday, was to be
healed up it must be done by her on the instant. She
crossed into the orchard, and clambered through the
gap after Giles, just as he was diminishing to a faun-
like figure under the green canopy and over the brown
floor.

Grace had been wrong—^very far wrong—in assuming
that the letter had no reference to herself because Giles
had turned away into the wood after its perusal. It
was, sad to say, because the missive had so much
reference to herself that he had thus turne* away. He
feared that his grieved discomfiture might be observed.

362



THE WOODLANDERS

The letter was from Beaucock, written a few hours
later than Melbury's to his daughter. It announced
failure.

Giles had once done that thriftless man a good turn,

and now was the moment when Beaucock had chosen
to remember it, in his own way. During his absence
in town with Melbury, the lawyer's clerk had naturally

heard a great deal of the timber-merchant's family

scheme of justice to Giles, and his compiunication was
to inform Winterborne at the earliest possible moment
that their attempt had failed, in order that the young
man should not place himself in a false position towards
Grace in the belief of its coming success. The news
was, in sum, that Fitzpiers's conduct had not been
sufficiently cruel to Grace to enable her to snap the

bond. She was apparently doomed to be his wife till

the end of the chapter.

Winterborne quite forgot his superficial differences

wita the poor girl under the warm rush of deep and
liistract-ng love for her which the almost tragical infor-

mation engendered.

To renounce her for ever—that was then the end
of it for him, after all. There was no longer any
question about suitabihty, or room for tiffs on petty

tastes. The curtain had fallen again between "hem.
She could not be his. The cruelty of their late revived

hope was now terrible. How could they all have been
so simple as to suppose this thing could be done ?

It was at this moment that, hearing some one coming
behind him, he turned and saw her hastening on be-

tween the thickets. He perceived in an instant that

she did not know the blighting news.

'Giles, why didn't you come across to me?' she

asked with arch reproach. ' Didn't you see me sitting

there ever so long ?

'

'O yes,' he said in unprepared, provisional tones,

for her unexpected presence caught him without the

363

i;

I

•;t



THE WOODLANDBRS

slightest plan of behaviour in the conjun^-ture. His
manner made her think that she had been too chidingm her speech; and a mild scarlet wave passed over
her as she resolved to soften it.

'I have had another letter from my father,' she
hastened to continue. ' He thinks he may come home
this evening. And- -in view of his hopes—it will
gneve him if there is any Uttle difference between us
CTiIes. '

.u 'J^^'^J^
"O"^'' he said, sadly regarding her from

the fece downwards as he pondered L^w to lav the
cruel truth bare.

'

« Still_I fear you have not quite forgiven me aboutmy being uncomfortable at the inn.'
• I have, I'm sure.'

' But you speak in quite an unhappy way,' she re-
turned, coming up quite close to him with the most
winning of the many pretty airs that appertained to
her. ' Don't you think you will ever be happy, Giles ?

'

He did not reply for some instants. 'When the
sun shines flat on the north front of Sherton Abbey—
that's when my happiness will come to me !

' said he
staring as it were into the earth.

'

•But—then tha*- means that there is something
more than my offending you in not liking The Three
Tuns ? If it is because I—did not like to let you kiss
me m the Abbey—veil, you know, Giles, that it was
not on account of my cold feeUngs, but because I did
certainly, just then, think it was rather premature in
spite of my poor father. That was the true reason—
the sole one. But I do not want to be hard-God
knows I do not !

' she said, her voice fluctuating. 'And
perhapjs—as I am on the verge of freedom—I am not
right, after aU, in thinking there is any harm in your
kissing me.'

' O Heaven !

' groaned Winterborne to himself. His
head was turned askance as he still resolutely regarded
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the ground. For the last several minutes he had seen
this great temptation approaching him in regular siege

;

and now it had come. The wrong, the social sin, of
now taking advantage of the offer of her lips, had a
magnitude in the eyes of one whose life h?d b^n so
primitive, so ruled by household laws as Giles's, which
can hardly be explained.

• Did you ssy anything? ' she asked tii 'dly.
' O no—on'.y that '

'You mean that it must 6e already settled, since my
father is coming home ?

' she said gladly

'Ah—yes.'

' Then why don't you do what you want to ? ' She
was almost pouting at his hesitation.

Winterborne, though fighting valiantly against him-
self all this while—though he would have protected
Grace's good repute as the apple of his eye, was a man

;

and, as Desdemona said, men are not gods. In face
of the agonizing seductiveness shown by her, in her
unenlightened school-girl simplicity about the laws and
ordinances, he betrayed a man's weakness. Since it

was so—since it had come to this, that Grace, deeming
herself free to do it, was virtually asking him to demon-
strate that he loved her—since he could demonstrate
it only too truly—since life was short and love was
strong—he gave way to the temptation, notwithstanding
that he perfectly well knew i.er to be wedded n^ably
to Fitzpiers. Indeed, he cared for nothing past or
future, simply accepting the present and what it brought,
deciding once in his hfe to clasp in his arms her he
had watched over and loved so long.

She started back suddenly from his long embrace
and kiss, influenced by a sort of inspiration. <0 I
suppose,' she stammered, 'that I am really free?—
that this is right ? Is there really a new law r Father
cannot have been too sanguine in saying '

He did not answer, and a moment afterwards Grace
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burst into tears in spite of herself. «0, why does
not my father come home and explain!' she sobbed
upon his breast, 'and let me know clearly what I
am! It is too trying, this, to ask me to—and then
to leave me so long in so vague a state that I do
not know what to do, and perhaps do wrong!'

Winterborne felt like a very Cain, over and above
his previous sorrow. How he had sinned against her
in not telling her himself only knew. He lifted her up
and turned aside : the feeling of his cruelty mounted
higher and higher. How could he have dreamt of
kissing her? He could hardly refrain from tears.
Surely nothing more pitiable had ever been known
than the condition of this poor young thing, now as
heretofore the victim of her father's well-meant but
blundering policy.

Even in the hour of Melbur/s greatest assurance
Winterborne had harboured a suspicion that no law,
new or old, could undo Grace's marriage without her
appearance in public; though he was not sufficiently
sure of what might have been enacted to destroy by
his own words her pleasing idea that a mere dash of
the pen, on her father's testimony, was going to be
sufficient. But he had never suspected the sad fact
that the position was irremediable.

Poor Grace, perhaps feeling that she had indulged
in too much fluster for a mere embrace, even though
it had been prolonged an unconscionable time, calmed
herself at finding how grave he was.

•I am glad we are friends again anyhow,' she said,
smiling through her tears. 'Giles, if you had only
shown half the boldness before I married that you
show now, you would have carried me off for your
own, first instead of second. If we do marry I hope
you will never think badly of me for encouraging
you a little, but my father is so impatient, you know,
as his years and infirmities increase, that he will wish
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to see US a little advanced when he comes. That
is my only excuse.'

To Winterborne aU this was sadder than it was
sweet. How could she so trust her father's conjec-
tures! He did not know how to teU her the truth
and shame himself. And yet he felt that it must
be done.

To hasten the revelation, however, was beyond even
him. The endearments that had been begun between
them were repeated as they walked, and the afternoon
was far advanced before he could actually set about
opening her eyes.

'We may have been wrong,' he began, almost fear-
fully, 'm supposing that it can all be carried out
whilst we stay here at Hintock. I am not sure
but that people may have to appear in a public court
even under the new Act; and if there should be any
difficulty and we cannot marry after all

'

Her cheeks became slowly bloodless. ' O Giles

'

she said, grasping his arm, 'you have heard som^
thmg! What—cannot my father conclude it there
ana now? Surely, he has done it? O Giles, Giles,
don't deceive me! After letting you go on like this

'terrible position am I in ?

'

.ould not tell her, try as he would. The
her implicit trust in his honour absolutely

led hi:. 'I cannot inform you,' he murmured,
his voice as husky as that of the leaves under foot.
' Your father will soon be here. Then we shall know!
I will take you home.'

Inexpressibly dear as she was to him he offered
her his arm with the most reserved air, as he added
correctingly, 'I will take you at any rate into the
drive.*

Thus they walked on together, Grace vibrating be-
tween happiness and misgiving. It was only a few
minutes' walk to where the drive ran, and they had
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hardly descended into it when they heard a voice
behind them cry, 'Take out that arm!'

For a moment they did not heed, and the voice
repeated more loudly and hoarsely

:

' Take out that arm I

'

It was Melbury's. He had returned sooner than
they expected, and now came up to them. Grace's hand
had been withdrawn like lightning on her hearing the
second command.

' I don't blame you, I don't blame you,' he said, in
the weary cadence of one broken down with scourgings.
But you two must walk together no more—I have been

surprised—I have been cruelly deceived—Giles, don't
say anything to me, but go away !

'

He fas evidently not aware that Winterbome had
known the truth befor. he brought it ; and Giles would
not stay to discuss it with him then. When the young
man had gone, Melbury took his iaughter indoors to
the room he used as his office. There he sat down, and
bent over the slope of the bureau, her bewildered gaze
fixed upon him.

When Melbury had recovered a little he said, « You
are now as ever Fitzpiers's wife. I was deluded. He
has not done you enough harm ! You are st.' 'ubiect
to his beck and call.'

Then let it be, and never mind, father,' she said
with dignified sorrow. «I can bear it. It is your
trouble that grieves me most !

' She stooped over him
and put her arm round his neck, which distressed
Melbury still more.

' I don't mind at all what comes to me,' Grace con-
tinued

;
' whose wife I am, or whose I am not ! I do

love Giles: I cannot help that; and I have gone
further with him than I should have done if I had
known exactly how things were. But I do not re-

proach you.'

' Then Giles did not tell you ?
' said Melbury.

368



THE WOOOLANDERS

•No,' said she. 'He could not have known it.

His behaviour to me proved that he did not know.'
Her father said nothing more, and Grace went away

to the solitude of her chamber.
Her heavy disquie jdo had many shapes ; and for a

time she put aside the dominant fact to think of her
too free conduct towards Giles. His love-making had
been brief as it was sweet; but would he on reflection
contemn her for forwardness ? How could she have
been so simple as to suppose she was in a position to
behave as she had done! Thus she mentally blamed
her Ignorance; and yet in the centre of her heart she
blessed it a little for what it had momentarily brought
her.

lil

369 7. A

ilM



THE WOODLANDERS

XL

Life among the people involved in these events
seemed to be suppressed and hide-bound for a while.

Grace seldom showed herself outside the house, never
outside the garden ; for she feared she might encounter
Giles Winterborne ; and that she could not bear.

This pensive intramural existence of the self consti-

tuted nun appeared likely to continue for an indefinite

time. She had learnt that there was one possibility in

which her formerly imagined position might become real,

and only one; that her husband's absence should continue
long enough to amount to positive desertion. But she
never allowed her mind to dwell much upon the thought

;

still l^'ss did she deliberately hope for such a result.

Her regard for Winterborne had been rarified by the
shock which followed its avowal into an ethereal emotion
that had little to do with living and doing.

As for Giles he was lying—or rather sitting—ill at

his hut. A feverish indisposition which had been hang-
ing about bin for some time, the result of a chill caught
the pre-iouc ,. inter, seemed to acquire virulence with the
prostration of his hopes. But not a soul knew of his

languor, and he did not think the case serious enough to

send for a medical man. After a few days he was better

again, and crept about his home in a great-coat, attending
to his simple wants as usual with his own hands.
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So matters stood when the inertion of Grace's pool-
hke existence was disturbed as by a geyser. She re-
ceived a letter from Fitzpiers.

Such a startling letter it was in its import, though
couched m the gentlest language. In his absence Grace
had grown to regard him with toleration, an ' her relation
to him with equanimity, till she had al- ^st forgotten
how trying his presence would be. H wrote briefly
and unaffectedly

:
he made no excuses, but informed

her hat he was hving quite alone, and had been led to
think that they ought to be together, if she would make
up her mind to forpve him. He therefore purported
to cross the Channti a Budmouth by the steama^n aday he named, which she found to be three days after
the time of her present reading.

He said that he could not come to Hintock for
obvious reasons, which her father would understand
even better than herself. As the only alternarive. she
was to be on the quay to meet the steamer when it
arrived from the opposite coast, probably about half-
an-hour before midnight, bringing with her any luggage
she might require: join him there and pass v hHm
into the twin vessel, which left immediately ti jther
entered the harbour: returning thus with him co his
continental dwelhng-place, which he did rot name. He
had no intention of showing himself on Id at all

The troubled Grace took '

, letter to her father,
who now continued for long nours by the fireless
summer chimney-eorner, as if he thought it were winter,
the pitcher of cider standing beside him, mostly un-
tested, and coated with a film of dust. After reading
It he looked up. °

' You sha'n't go,' said he.

'I had felt I would not,' she answered. 'But I
did not know what you would say,'

' If he comes and lives in England, not too near
here, and m a respectable way, and wan', you to come
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to him, I am not sure that I'll oppose him in wishing
it,' muttered Melbury. ' I'd stint myself to keep you
both in a genteel and seemly style. But go abroad
you never shall with my consent.*

There the question rested that day. Grace was
unable to reply to her husband in the absence of an
address, and the morrow came, and next day, and the
evening on which he had requested her to meet him.
Throughout the whole of it she remained within the
four walls of her room.

The sense of her harassment, carking doubt of what
might be impending, hung like a cowl of blackness
over the Melbury household. They spoke almost in
whispers, and wondered what Fitzpiers would do next.
It was the hope of every one that, finding she did not
arrive, he would return again to France; and as for
Grace, she was willing to write to him on the most
kindly terms if he would only keep away.

The night passed, Grace lying tense and wide awake,
and .her relatives, in great part, likewise. When they
met the next morning they were pale and anxious,
though neither speaking of the subject which occupied
all their thoughts. The day passed as quietly as the
previous ones, and she began to think that in the
rank caprice of his moods he had abandoned the idea
of getting her to join him as quickly as it was formed.

All on a sudden some person who had just come
from Casterbridge entered the house with the news that
Mr. Fitzpiers was on his way home- to Hintock. He
had been seen hiring a carriage at the King's Arms
Hotel.

^

Her father and Grace were both present when the
intelligence was announced.

Now,' said Melbury, 'we must make the best of
what has been a very bad matter. The man is re-

penting : the partner of his folly, I hear, is gone away
from him to Switzerland, so that chapter of his life
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is probably over. If he chooses to make a home
for ye I thmk you should not say him nay, Grace
Certamly he cannot very well live at Hintock without
a blow to his pride; but if he can bear that, and likes
Hintock best, why, there's the empty wing of the house
as It was before.'

' O father !

' said Grace, turning white with dismay.
' Why not ?

' said he, a little of his former dogged-
ness returning. He was, in truth, disposed to some-
what more leniency towards her husband just now than
he had shown formerly, from a conviction that he had
treated him over roughly in his anger.

' Surely it is the most respectable thing to do ? ' he
continued. 'I don't like this state that you are in
—neither married nor single. It hurts me, and it
hurts you, and it will always be remembered against
us in Hintock. There has never been any scandal
like it in the Melbury family before.'

' He will be here in less than an hour,' murmured
Grace.

The twilight of the room prevented her father seeing
the despondent misery of her face. The one intoler-
able condition, the condition she had deprecated above
all others, was that of Fitzpiers's reinstatement there.
' O, I won't, I won't see him !

' she said, sinking down.
She was almost hysterical.

' Try if you cannot,' he returned moodily.

^ '
O yes, I will, I will 1

' she went on inconsequently :

• I'll try
;

'
and jumping up suddenly she left the room.

In the darkness of the apartment to which she flew
nothing could have been seen during the next half-hour;
but from a corner a quick breathing was audible from'
this impressionable creature, who combined modern
nerves with primitive feelings, and was doomed by such
co-existence to be numbered among the distressed, and
to take her scourgings to their exquisite extremity.

The window was open. On this quiet, late summer
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evening, whatever sound arose in so secluded a district
—the chirp of a bird, a call from a voice, the turning
of a wheel—extended over bush and tree to unwonted
distances. Very few sounds did arise. But as Grace
invisibly breathed in the brown glooms of the chamber
the small remote noise of light wheels came in to her'
accompanied by the trot of a horse on the turnpike
road. There seemed to be a sudden hitch or pause
in the progress of the vehicle, which was what first
drew her attention to it. She knew the point whence
the sound proceeded—the hill-top over which travellers
passed on their way hitherward from the south—the
place at which she had emerged from the wood with
Mrs Charmond. Grace slid along the floor, and bent
her head over the window-sill, listening with open lips
The carnage had stopped on the hill, and she heard a
man use exclamatory words. Then another said, ' What
the devil is the matter with the horse?' She recog-
nized the voice as her husband's.

The accident, such as it had been, was soon reme-
died, and the carriage could be heard descending the
hill on the Hintock side, soon to turn into the lane
leading out of the highway and then into the «drong'
which led out of the lane to the house where she was.
A spasm passed through Grace. A Daphnean instinct,

exceptionally strong in her as a giri, had been revived
by her widowed seclusion; and it was not lessened
by her affronted sentiments towards the comer, and
her regard for another man. She opened some little
ivory tablets that lay on the dressing-i ible, scribbledm pencil on one of them, « I am gone to visit one of
my school-friends,' gathered a few toilet necessaries
into a hand-bag, and, not three minutes after that
voice had been heard, her slim form, hastily wrapped
up from observation, might have been seen passing
out of the back door of Melbury's house. Thence she
skimmed up the garden-path, through the gap in the
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hedge, and into the mossy cart-track under the trees
which led into the depths of the woods.

The leaves overhead were now in their latter green—so opaque, that it was darker at some of the densest
spots than in winter time, scarce a crevice existing by
which a ray could get down to the ground. But in
open places she could see well enough. Summer was
ending: in the daytime singing insects hung in every
sunbeam: vegetation was heavy nightly with globes
of dew ; and after showers creeping damps and twilight
chills came up from the hollows.

The plantations were always weird at this hour of
eve—more spectral far than in the leafless season,
when there were fewer masses and more minute lineality.

The smooth surfaces of glossy plants came out like
weak, lidless eyes : there were strange faces and figures
from expiring lights that had somehow wandered into
the canopied obscurity ; while now and then low peeps
of the sky between the trunks were like sheeted shapes,
and on the tips of boughs sat faint cloven tongues.

But Grace's fear just now was not imaginative or
spiritual; and she heeded these impressions but little.

She went on as silently as she could, avoiding the
hollows wherein leaves had accumulated, and stepping
upon soundless moss and grass-tufts. She paused
breathlessly once or twice, and fancied that she could
hear, above the sound of her strumming pulse, the
vehicle containing Fitzpiers turning in at the gate of
her father's premi: s. She hastened on again.

The Hintock woods owned by Mrs. Charmond were
presently left behind, and those into which she next
plunged were divided from the latter by a bank, from
whose top the hedge had long ago perished—starved
for want of sun. It was with some caution that Grace
now walked, though she was quite free from any of the
commonplace timidities of her ordinary pilgrimages to
such spots. She feared no lurking harms, but that
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her effort would be all in vain, and her return to the
house rendered imperative.

She had walked between three and four miles when
that prescriptive comfort and relief to wanderers in
woods—a distant light—broke at last upon her search-
mg eyes. It was so very small as to be almost sinister
to a stranger, but to her it was what she sought. She
pushed forward, and the dim outUne of a dweUing was
disclosed.

The house was a square cot of one story only,
sloping up on all sides to a chimney in the midst!
It had formerly been the home of a charcoal-burner,m times when that fuel was still used in the county
houses. Its only appurtenance was a paled inclosure,
there being no garden, the shade of the trees preventing
the growth of vegetables. She advanced to the window
whence the rays of light proceeded, and the shutters
jjeing as yet unclosed, she could survey the whole
interior through the panes.

The room within was kitchen, parlour, and bed-
chamber all in one : the natural sandstone floor was worn
into hUls and dales by long treading, so that none of the
furniture stood level, and the table slanted like a desk.
A fire burnt on the hearth, in front of which revolved
the skinned carcase of a very small rabbit, suspended
by a string from a nail. Leaning with one arm on the
mantel-shelf stood Winterborne, his eyes on the roasting
animal, his face so rapt that speculation could build
nothing on it concerning his thoughts, more than that
they were not with the scene before him. She thought
his features had changed a little since she saw them
last. The firelight did not enable her to perceive that
they were positively haggard.

Grace's throat emitted d gasp of relief at finding the
result so nearly as she had hoped. She went to the
door and tapped lightly.

He seemed to be accustomed to the noises of wood-

376



THE WOODLANDERS

peckers, squirrels and such small creatures, for he took
no notice of her tiny signal, and she knocked again.
This time he came and opened the door.

When the light of the roon. fell upon her face he
started

; and, hardly knowing what he did, crossed the
threshold to her, placing his hands upon her two arms,
while surprise, joy, alarm, sadness, chased through him
by turns. With Grace it was the same ; even in this
stress there was the fond fact that they had met again.

Thus they stood,

• Long tears upon their faces, waxen w le

With extreme sad delight,'

the silence by saying in a whisper,till he broke

'Come in.'

* No, no, Giles
!

' she answered hurriedly, stepping
yet further back from the door. • I am passing by

—

and I have called on you, I won't enter. Will you
help me? lamaii.id. I want to get by a roundabout
way to Sherton, and so to Exonbury. I have a school-
fellow therc^but I cannot get to Sherton alone. O,
if you will only accompany me a little way! Don't
condemn me, Giles, and be offended ! I was obliged
to come to you, because I have no other heb hcio.

Three months age you were my lover; now you are
only my friend. The law has stepped in, and forbidden
what we thought of It must not be. But we can
act honestly, and yet you can be my friend for one
little hour ! I have no other '

She could get no further. Covering her eyes with
one hand, by an effort of repression she wef -^ilent

tears, without a sigh or sob. Winterborne took her
other hand in both his.

• What has happened ?
' he sa'd.

' He has come.'

There was a stillness as of death till Winterborne
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asked, • You mean this, Grace—that I am to help you
get away ?

'

f / «

'Yes,' said she. *Appef\rance Js no irittei, when
the reality is right. I have said to myself, I can trust

Giles knew from this that she did not suspect his
treachery—if it could be a-lled such-earlier in the
summer, when they njet for the luSt time as lovers ; andm the intensity of his contrition for that tender wrong
he determined to deserve her faith now at least, and so
wipe out that reproach from his conscience.

•I'll come at once,' he said. « I'll light a lantern.'
He unhooked a dark lanttra from a nail under the

eaves and she did not notice how his hand shook with
the slight strain, or dream that in making this offer he
was taxing a convalescence which could ill afford such
seJf-sacnfice. The lantern was lit and they started.
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XLI

1 HE first hundred yards of their course lay under
motionless trees, whose upper foliage began to hiss with
falling drops of rain. By the time ihat they emerged
upon a glade it rained heavily.

' This is awkward !

' said Grace, with a forced little

laugh to hide her concern.

Winterbome stopped. ' Gracie,' he said, preserving
a strictly business manner which belied him; 'you
cannot go to Sherton to-night.'

But I must.'

'Why? It is nine miles from here. It is almost
an impossibility in this rain.'

'True

—

why,' she replied mournfully at the end of
a silence. ' What is reputation to me ?

'

' Now hearken,' said Giles. ' You won't—go back
to your '

' No, no, no ! Don't make me !

' she cried piteously.
' Then let us turn.' They slowly retraced their steps,

and again stood before his door. ' Now this house from
this moment is yours, and not mine,' he said deliberately.
' I have a place near by where I can stay very well.'

Her face had dropped. ' O,' she murmured as she
saw the dilen..na. ' What have I done !

'

There was a smell of something burning within, and
he looked through the window. The young rabbit that
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he had been cooking to coax a weak appetite was be-ginnmg to char. ' Please go in and attend to it.' he
said. « Do what you like. Now I leave. You will find
everything about the hut that is necessary.'

'But, Giles—your supper! 'she exclaimed. «An out-

daybreak'!'^
^°' me_anything_tUl to-morrow at

He signified a negarive. ' I tell you to go in—youmay catch agues out here in your delicate state. You
can give me my supper through the window, if you feel
well enough. I'll wait awhUe.'

He gently urged her to pass the doorway, and was
relieved when he saw her within sitting down on his bed.
Without so much as crossing the threshold himself he
closed the door upon her, and turned the key in the

u ,^
T^PPi"g at the window he signified that she

should open the casement, and when she had done this
he handed in the key to her.

'You are locked in,' he said; 'and your own
mistress.'

Even in her trouble she could not refrain from a faint
smile at his scrupulousness, as she took the door-key

'Do you feel better ?
' he went on. « If so, and you

wish to give me some of your supper, please do. If
not It IS of no importance. I can get some elsewhere.'

The grateful sense of his kindness stirred her to
action, though she only knew half what that kindness
really was. At the end of some ten minutes she again
came to the window, pushed it open, and said in a
whisper ' Giles !

' He at once emerged from the shade,
and saw that she was preparing to hand him his share
of the meal upon a plate.

'I don't like to treat you so hardly,' she murmured
with deep regret in her words as she heard the rain
pattering on the leaves. 'But—I suppose it is best
to arrange like this?'

' O yes,' he said quickly.

380



THE WOODLANDERS

• I feel that I could never have reached Sherton.'
' It was impossible.'

•Are you sure you have a snug place out there?'
(With renewed misgiving.)

' Quite. Have you found everything you want ? I

am afraid it is rather rough accommodation.
*Can I notice defects? I have long passed that

stage, and you know it, Giles, or you ought to.'

His eyes sadly contemplated her face as its pale re-

sponsiveness modulated through a crowd of expressions
that showed only too clearly to what a pitch she was
strung. If ever Winterborne's heart chafed his bosom
it was at this sight of a perfectly defenceless creature
conditioned by such harsh circumstances. He forgot

his own agony in the satisfaction of having at least

found her a shelter. He took his plate and cup from
her hands, saying, « Now I'll push the shutter to, and
you will find an iron pin on the inside, which you must
fix into the bolt. Do not stir in the morning till I come
and call you.'

She expressed an alarmed hope that he would not
go very far away.

' O no—I shall be quite within hail,' said Winterbome.
She bolted the window as directed, and he retreated.

His ' snug place ' proved to be a wretched little shelter

of the roughest kind, formed of four hurdles thatched
with brake-fern. Underneath were dry sacks, hay, and
other litter of the sort, upon which he sat down;
and there in the dark tried to eat his meal. But his

appetite was quite gone. He pushed the plate aside,

and shook up the hay and sacks, so as to form a rude
couch, on which he flung himself down to sleep, for it

was getting late.

But sleep he could not, for many reasons, of which
not the least was thought of his charge. He sat up,
and looked towards the cot through the damp obscu-
rity. With all its external features the same as usual,
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!;tnT' K '*^^fly
^^^'^ ^^^ >* contained the dearfnend-he would not use a warmer nam^-who hadcome to him so unexpectedly and, he could not hebadmittmg, so rashly. ^'P

Ur,"\ ^"^u
"°* .r^"^"^«d to «k her any particu-

T^nni -1 f^'^r. ""^ -^'^"y ^'^' without them.Though social law had negatived for ever their open-

stoical pnde that he accepted the present trying con

T'^' J'r/^ °"^ "^ °" earth Tn 'whomshe beheved absolutely, and he wa. that man. Thatthw cnsis could end in nothing but sorrow was aview for a moment effaced by this triumphant thought

wth wh™h\T
'^'"^

fj ^^^ P""*y °f 'h« ^ectfonwith which he responded to that trust rendered him

r"£ fJtr^""^
^"^ ^^"^^ '"^^ ^'^^ W-

ntrJS^ "1"'
i!"^^^

^"^ "^^^^ ^^sed, now drew hisattention by beginning to drop through the meaSescreen that covered him. He rose to%ttempt sXremedy for this discomfort, but the trembling o^Ss
in1^i/"\'^'

'\'°^^'"^ "'^ ^' P"l«^ told him tl^m his weakness he was unable to fence against thestorm, and he lay down to bear it as bestTe mightHe was angry with himself for his feebleuess_he whohad been so strong. It was imperative that sheshould know nothing of his present^tate. and to dothat she must not see his face by dayl ght for itsthinness would inevitably betray him

H^hT^'L^rn "'°'"!;'"f'
accordingly, when it was hardly

light, he rose and dragged his stiff limbs about theprecincts, preparing for her everything she coiSd require for gettng breakfast within. On the tenchouteide the window-sill he placed water, wood andother necessary writing with a piece of chalk besidethem ' It IS best that I should not see you. Put mvbreakfast on the bench.' ^
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At seven o'clock he tapped at her window as he
had promised, retreating at once that she might not
catch sight of him. But from his shelter under the
boughs he could see her very well, when, in response
to his signal, she opened the window and me light

fell upon her face. The languid largeness of her eyes
showed that her sleep had l)een little more than his

own, and the pinkness of their lids, that her waking
hours had not been free from tears.

She read the writing, seemed, he thought, disap-

pointed, but took up the materials he had provided,
evidently thinking him some way off. Giles waited
on, assured that a girl who, in spite of her culture,

knew what country life was, would find no difficulty

in the simple preparation of their food.

Within the cot it was all very much as he con-
jectured, though Grace had slept much longer tha..

he. After the loneliness of the night she would have
been glad to see him; but appreciating his feeling

when she read the request, she made no attempt to

recall him. She found abundance of provisions laid

in, his plan being to replenish his buttery weekly,
and this being the day after the victualling-van had
called from Sherton. When the meal was ready she
put what he required outside, as she had done with
the supper; and, notwithstanding her longing to see
him, wikl drew from the window promptly, and left

him to himself.

It had been a leaden dawn, and the rain now
steadily renewed its fall. As she heard no more of
Winterborne she concluded that he had gone away
to his daily work, and forgotten that he had pro-

mised to accompany her to Sherton; an erroneous
conclusion, for he remained all day, by force of his

condition, within fifty yards of where she was.

The morning wore on; and in her doubt when to

start, and how to travel, she lingered : keeping the
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door carefully bolted lest an i cruder should discover

n^* J^'iH' thw place she was comparatively safe, atany mte and doubted if she would be sjfe elsewhere

by the shade and dnp of the leafege. Autumn, this ymwas commg m with rains. Gazing, in her enforced idle!
ness, from the one window of the single room, she couldsee vanous small members of the animal com^un^ty^hal
lived unmolested there-creatures of hair, fluff and
scale; the toothed kind and the billed ki^dTund^

fh7hut'^^r'.K^°'
•*'^ *"? ringed-circumambulating

the hut, under the impression that, Giles having goneaway, nobody was there; and eyeing it inquisitivdy witha view to winter quarters. Watching th«e neighbours

SnrHon"' fT.^^"
'/""^ '^^ """"^^ *« ^^^^ ^way SOmr

nlr .nH u- ''^y'T'' ^^ P""'"« Giles's home inorder and making httle improvements which she deemed
that he would value when she was gone

n.j2"''^ ^J
.^'""^ '*'^ ^^"^^^^^ ^^^^ «he heard a faint

noise amid fhe trees, resembling a cough; but as itnever came any nearer she concluded that it was a
squirrel or a bird.

At last the daylight lessened, and she made up alarger fire for the evenings were chilly. As soon as
It was too dark-which was comparatively early_to discern the human countenance in this place of shadows
here came to the window, to her great delight
tapping which she knew from its method to be Giles's

She opened the casement instantly, and put out
her hand to him. though she could only just perceive

S;:htTfh•''^''"^f>" '"«^'^' anVshe^oS
the heat of his palm, and its shakiness.

'He has been walking fast, in order to get here
quickly.' she thought. How could she know that hehad just crawled out from the straw of the shelter hardby

:

and that the heat of his hand was feverishness ?
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• My dear, good Giles !
' she burst out impulsively.

'Anybody would have done it for you,' replied
Wmterbornc, with as much matter-of-lact as he could
summon.

' About my getting to Exonbury ?

'

' I have been thinking,' responded Giles, with tender
deference, • that you had better stay where you are for
the present, if you wish not to be caught. I need not
tell you that the place is yours as long as you like ; and
perhaps in a day or two, finding you absent, he will go
away. At any rate, in two or three days, I could do
anything to assist—such as make inquiries, or go a
great way towards Sherton Abbas with you; for the
cider season will soon be coming on, and I want to
run down to the Vale to see how the crops are, and
I shall go by the Sherton road. But for a day or two
I am busy here.' He was hoping that by the time
mentioned he would be strong enoug!. to engage him-
self actively on her behalf. « I hope you do not feel
over-much melancholy in being a prisoner?'

She declared that she did not mind it: but she
sighed.

From long acquaintance they could read each c '.er's
heart-symptoms like books of large type. ' I fear you
are sorry you came,' said Giles, 'and that you think I
should have advised you more firmly than I did not
to stay.'

' O no
'

dear, dear friend,' answered Grace with a
heaving bosom. 'Don't think that that is what I
regret. What I regret is my enforced treatment of
you—oislodging you, excluding you from your own
house. Why should I not speak out? You know
what I feel for you—what I have felt for no other
living man, what I shall never feel for a man again.
But as I have vowed myself to somebody else than you,
and cannot be released, I must behave as I do behave'
and keep that vow. I am not bound to him by any
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diwne law after what he has done; but I have pro-mised, and I will pay.'
^

hPr^,nK'!t*
°^ *^^ f^"'"« ""^ ^^^ »n Ws handing

her such things as she would require the next day, andcasual remarks thereupon, an occupation which diverted

aSt.T^ TT "^^^^ ^'°"* P^^hetic views of her
atfatude towards him, and of her life in general. Theonly mfhngeinent--if infringement it could be called

JTvnlnn/
P"^^*?™^"^! bearing towards her was an

.nvoluntory pressing of her hand to his lips when sheput It through the casement to bid him good-night

She again entreated his forgiveness for so selfishly
appropriating the cottage. But it would only be for aday or two more, she thought, since go she must,

awa^f'
^""""'"^'y '•"P"^^ 'I-I d°"'t like you to go

' O Giles,' said she, ' I know—I know ! But_I am

plaTnir'"mr"'\"'"- I <=-nnot speak mo"
plainly. "Whatsoever things are pure "—you knowwhat IS m my mind, because you know me so well

'

Yes, Graae, yes. I do not at all mean that thequestion between us has not been settled by yourmarriage turning out hopelessly unalterable. I merelymeant—well, a feeling—no more.'
^

if T ^c"t ^J^f '

^^ *^^ °"*''^^' ^ ^'^o"'^ be discovered
If I sayed here; and I think that by law he couldcompel me to return to him.'

dear^GracJ!''^'^'
^°" "' "^^*- ^ ^^^" ^^^ ^^h.

that^^l ^^L7ll" 'Y -I'T^ ^"^" ^ ^°P^f"l remarkthat all might be well with her yet: that Mr. Fitzoierswould not intrude upon her life, if he found thatT
presence cost her so much pain. Then the window

f^.,^"^H'•i^"
^^""""^ '°^^«^' ^"d the rustle of hSfootsteps died away.

386

Eft*:



THE WOODLANDERS

No sooner had she retired to rest that night than
the wind began to rise, and after a few prefatory blasts
to be accompanied by rain. The wind grew more
violent, and as the storm went on it was difficult to
believe that no opaque body, but only an invisible
colourless thing, was trampling and climbing over the
roof, making branches creak, springing out of the trees
upon the chimney, popping its head into the flue, and
shrieking and blaspheming at every corner of the walls.
As m the grisly story, the assailant was a spectre which
could be felt but not seen. She had never before been
so struck with the devilry of a gusty night in a wood,
because she had never been so entirely alone in spirit
as she was now. She seemed almost to be apart from
herself—a vacuous duplicate only. The recent self of
physical animation and clear intentions was not there.

Sometimes a bough from an adjoining tree was
swayed so low as to smite the roof in the manner of a
gigantic hand smiting the mouth of an adversary, to be
followed by a trickle of rain, as blood from the wound.
To all this weather Giles must be more or less exposed •

how much, she did not know.
'

At last Grace could hardly endure the idea of such a
hardship in relation to him. Whatever he was suffer-
ing, it was she who had caused it ; he had vacated his
single-roomed hut on account of her. She was not worth
such self-sacrifice; she should not have accepted it of
him. And then, as her anxiety increased with increasing
thought, there returned upon her mind some incidents
of her late intercourse with him, which she had heeded
but little at the time. The look of his face^what had
there been about his face which seemed different from
its appearance of yore ? Was it not thinner, less richm hue, less like that of ripe Autumn's brother to whom
she had formerly compared him? And his voice; she
had distinctly noticed a change in tone. And his gait

;

surely it had been feebler, stiffer, more like the gait of a
387
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we^ mn. IJat slight occasional noise she had heard

L t-^^'
aiid attnbuted to squirrels; it might ^ebeen his cough after all.

**

.K Jt,*?
conviction took root in her perturbed mindthat Wmterborne was unwell, or had b4n;^,1^d tl^the had carefully concealed his condition from h;r that she

which by the nature of the case expelled her enter-

rri^^^ r"' ?7"' ^"e.love_my dear kind friend !
' she

t to herself.
• O, it shall not be-it shall not be !

'

She hastily qot out of bed, obtained a light and oarMy dressed herself; and taking the key went^t o^eto the door, which was close at hand, the cot possessL^only one floor. Before turning the key inTe l<^fshe paused her fingei^ still clutching it;^nd pressW

thought" ' *° '" '"^"^'' she feU'into 5Sf
A tattoo on the window, caused by the tree-droo-pings blowing against it, brought her 'indecision to^aclose She turned the key, and opened the door.
The darkness was intense, seeming to touch herpupils like a substance. She only now becam^awarehow heavy the rainfall had been and was :Te drippWof the^ves splashed hke a fountain. She stood Snmg .nth parted lips, and holding the door in one £,till her eyes growing accustomed to the obscurity she disearned the wild brandishing of their arms by tSc^dntt

trees. At last she cried loudly with an effort f 'GiSyou may come in !

'

•

hpr^i^'^.''^' v°
^^'^^' *° ^^' ^^y' ^"d overpowered by

and stood looking on the floor with flushed cheeksPerhaps he was very well after all. But this mofd wasnot for long. She again lifted the latch, anrwUhTrmore determination than at first

'Giles, Giles!' she cried, with the full strength of
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her voice, and without any of the shamefacedness that
had characterized her first cry. 'O, come in—come
m! Where are you? I have been wicked—I have
thought too much of myself! Do you hear? I don't
want to keep you out any longer. I cannot bear that
you should suffer so. I want you here ! Gi-i-iles

!

'

A reply ? It was a reply ! Through the darkness
and wind a voice reached her, floating upon the weather
as though a part of it.

' Here I am—all right ! Don't trouble about me.'
' Don't you want to come in ? Are you not wet ?

Ccme to me! I dorCt mind what they say or what thty
think any more.^

' I am all right,' he repeated. ' It is not necessary
for me to come. Good night ! good night !

'

Grace sighed, turned, and shut the door slowly.
Could she have shocked him by her impulsive words ?
Perhaps, after all, she had perceived a change in him
because she had not seen him for so long. Time
sometimes did his ageing work in jerks, as she knew.
Well, she had done all she could. He would not come
in. She retired to rest again.

^i

.it
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XLII

X^lT/ ""^'T^
^'^""^ ^^ ^t t^e window earlv.She felt determmed to see him somehow that day. a.c.

fXh ^'"
^'""''^'f

^^^^y- Eight o'clock s^truckand she then remembered that he had not come to

S::SSI""'"^ " ""^^' '^^ °^" ^'^-^ h-"g

The breakfast was set in its place without. But hedid not appear to take it; and she waited on. Nineo clock arrived, and the breakfast was cold; and still
there was no Giles. A thrush who had been repeating
himself a good deal on an opposite bush for somVtime

^TJ""^ *°°.^ ' T'^^ ^^°"^ '^' P^''' bolted it.wSlooked around, and took another. At ten o'clock s^edrew in the tray and sat down to her own solitary meal.He must have been called away on business early, theram having cleared off.
^'

thnr:^? K^^ 7"!"^ ^""^ ^^^ '° ^'^'^ herself, bythoroughly explonng the precincts of the hut, that he wasnowhere m its vicinity
; but as the day was comparatively

should encounter her ,n such a reconnoitre paralyzed
her wish The solitude was further accentuat^ to!^day

tlL f^n ??L"^ f-
'^' "'°"'' ^°^ ^^"t °f binding, andthe fall into the chimney-corner of flakes of soot loosenedby the rams. At noon she heard a slight rustling out-
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!*!?%*^l'^"?T *"** ^•'""^ *^^t it *as caused byan eft which had crept out of the leaves to bask in the

foUo^M;.""*
"^"^' ^ ^°^^ ^^"« ^" *^«

She continually peeped out through the lattice, but
could see httle. In front lay the brown leaves of last
year, and upon them some yeUowish green ones of this
season that had been prematurely blown down by the
gale. Above stretched an old beech, with vast arm-pits
and great pocket-holes in its sides where branches had
been removed in past times; a black slug was trying
to climb It. Dead boughs were scattered about Uke
ichthyosaun in a museum, and beyond them werepenshmg woodbine stems resembling old ropes

From the other window aU she could see were more
trees, in jackets of lichen and stockings of moss. At

InnVnT' T! Tf^' ^^"""^ ^"^^^i Hke lemons and
apncots, and tall fungi with more stem than stool
Next were more trees close together, wrestling for exist-
ence, their branches disfigured with wounds resulting
from their mutual rubbings and blows. It was the
struggle between these neighbours that she had heard nithe night Beneath them were the rotting rt-imps of
those of the group that had been vanquished long agonsmg from their mossy setting like lack teeth from'
green gums Further on were oth fts of moss in
islands divided by the shed leaves-v. ty upon variety,
dark green and pale green; moss like little fir-trees
like plush, hke malachite stars; like nothing on earth
except moss.

*

The strain upon Grace's mind in various ways was
so great on this the most desolate day she had passed
there that she felt it would be well-nigh impossible to
spend another m such circumstances. The evening
came at last; the sun, when its chin was on the earth
found an ooening through which to pierce the shade
and str a irradiated gauzes across the damp atmos'
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ph«-e. making the wet trunks shine, and throwing
sptotchM of such ruddiness on the leaves beneath thebeech that they were turned to gorv hues. When night
at last amved and with it the tin., lor his return, shewas nearly broken down with suspense

whJ^V'™P^\T"'"« "'^'' P^^^y ^^' partly supper,
which Grace had prepal-ed, stood waiti^ upon^e
hearth

;
and yet Giles did not come. It wai now nearly

twenty-four hours smce she had seen him. As the room

gloom of the walls, she was convinced that it would be

S^ ^^' f^"^
r^"^' ^° P^^ *h^ "ight without

heanng from him or from somebody. Yet eight o'clockdrew on, and his form at the window did not appear,

h.J .k""?
remained untasted. Suddenly rising from

before the hearth rf smouldering embers, where she hadbeen crouching with her hands clasped over her knees,
shecrossed the room unlocked the door, and listened.
Every breath of wind had ceased with the decline of

ttJ'n k/^/^'" ^^^ '^'"'"^ *^^ steady dripping of
the night before. Grace might have stood there five
minutes when she fancied she heard that old sound, a

^°"?ii ^\T- ^^' distance; and it was presently re-

STv'fh u'.T^
Winterborne's he must be near her

:

why, then, had he not visited her?
A horrid misgiving that he could not visit her took

possession of Grace, and she looked up anxiously for
the lantern, which was hanging above her head. To
light it and go m the direction of the sound would be the
obvious way to solve the dread problem ; but the condi-
tions made her hesitate, and in a moment a cold sweat
pervaded her at further sounds from the same quarter.

They were low mutterings ; at first like persons in
conversation, but gradually resolving themsdves into
vaneties of one voice. It was an endless monologue,
like that we sometimes hear from inanimate nature indeep secret places where water flows, or where ivy leaves
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flap against stones ; but by degrees she was convinced
that the voice was Winterbome's. Yet who could be
his listener, so mute, and so patient? for though he
argued rapidly and persistently nobody replied.
A dreadful enlightenment spread through the mind

of Grace. « O,' she cried in her anguish as she hastily
prepared herself to go out; 'how selfishly correct I am
always—too, too correct! Can it be that cruel pro-
priety is killing the dearest heart that ever woman
clasped to her own!'

While speaking thus to herself she had lit the lan-
tern, and hastening out without further thought took
the direction whence the mutterings had proceeded.
The course was marked by a little path, which ended
at a distance of about forty yards in a small erection of
hurdles, not much larger than a shock of corn, such as
were frequent in the woods and copses when the cutting
season was going on. It was too slight even to be
called a hovel, and was not high enough to stand
upright in; appearing, in short, to be erected for the
temporary shelter of fuel. The side towards Grace was
open, and turning the light upon the interior she beheld
what her prescient fear had pictured in snatches all the
way thither.

Upon the hay within her lover lay in his clothes,
just as she had seen him during the whole of her stay
here except that his hat was off, and his hair matted
and wild.

Both his clothes and the hay were saturated with
rain. His arms were flung over his head ; his face was
flushed to an unnatural crimson. His eyes had a burning
brightness, and, though they met her own, she perceived
that he did not recognize her.

• O, my Giles,' she cried, ' what have I done to 70U !

'

But she stopped no longer even to reproach herself.
She saw that the first thing to be thought of was to get
him indoors.
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breath, in at the doorway ' ^' ^"^ ^ P**"^ ^°^

minutes; but by UBr^r^?,r "T "^" ""
he «s in the -W r^^l^^g'Tn CbSlitt"^'clothing removed. '

"** "^'"P

of tlt'ldir^te"^
^^'' •^"^«* ^"^ ^y the light

agoni^e^he^n^e ruT ^T^'^ ^" '^^ '^^'^ ^^L
ttir speed fiom X"e\°.^^t^' ^^^^'^^
to l^ passing through the univ'se of idSVke"i creferratic, inapprehensible, untraceable.

^ke a comet;

Grace's distraction was almost as great as his Tna few moments she firmly believed S was dvinl

understood by Grace till this stmnge sdL^fice inlonely juxtaposition to her own peSon was ^vSJThe perception of it added someVhing thTt waH^eshort of reverence to the deep affection Z Wm of a
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woman who, herself, had more of Artemis than of
Aphrodite in her constitution.

All that a tender nurse could do, Grace did; and
the power to express her solicitude in action, uncon-
scious though the sufferer was, brought her mournful
satisfaction. She bathed his hot head, clasped his
twitching hands, moistened his lips, cooled his fiery
eyeUds, sponged his heated skin, and administered
whatever she could find in the house that the imagination
could conceive as likely to be in any way alleviating.
That she might have been the cause, or partially the
cause, of all this, interfused misery with her sorrow.

Six months before this date a scene, almost similarm Its mechanical parts, had been enacted at Hintock
House. It was between a pair of persons most inti-
mately connected in their lives with these. Outwardly like
as It had been, it was yet infinite in spiritual difference:
though a woman's devotion had been common to both

Grace rose fix)m her attitude of affection, and, bracing
her energies, saw inat something practical must imme-
diately be done. Much as she would have liked, in the
emotion of the moment, to keep him entirely to herself
medical assL^tance was necessary whilst there remained
a possibility of preserving him alive. Such assistance was
tatal to her own concealment; but even had the chance
of benefiting him been less than it was, she would have
run the hazard for his sake. The question was, where
should she get a medical man, competent and near ?

There was one such man, and only one, within acces-
sible distance: a man who, if it were possible to save
Winterborne's life, had the brain most likely to do it
If human pressure could bring him, that man ought to
be brought to the sick Giles's side. Though completely
stultifying her flight, the attempt should be made.

Yet she dreaded tD leave her patient, and the minutes
raced past, and still she postponed her departure At
last, when it was after eleven o'clock, Winterborne fell
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sleep, and it seemed to afford her an
into a fitful

opportunity.

Dut^on ^*"»h°^^
^"^ ** comfortable as she could,

The rains had imparted a phosphorescence to the oieoesof touchwood and rotting leaves that lay about her mT
Su: mnrSl ^^

}f^ ^-^ sprLd abr^^d^l^e

thror^h th/J ^^ '"*° ^"y '^'^' "nfr^^quented trackthrough the denser parts of the woodland, but foUoweda more open course, which eventually b ought h^!^the highway. Once here, she ran along withX sSed

nlr Hi^K w-,f^^. ^" ^^"""'^ P'-^g^^^' she passed

tock and tha^ same house, out of which she had fleda few days before in irresistible alarm But that h^happened wWch, above all other Z^s of chate a^d

o?St ld^-T'1,
'" '^"*^^^^^'y frustrate h'pUnof flight, and sink ^1 regard of personal consequenckOne speaahty of Fitzpiers was respected by Grace as

of iinf^K
persistence equalled his insight, insteadof being the spasmodic and fitful thing it was fame

iudUTtr- r^T"'"''°""^ ^^^^« ^"d crusted pre-

iccS^L^ hi "^.r^
^"

'"i'?
^' ^° ^^^^d ^^tl^^^ thanaccelerate his advance in Hintock and its neiehbour
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hJ\^f '^u
™'^"'Kh* ''hen Grace arrived opposite

h^K T'J'T^' """^ "«^'" temporarily occ^-dby hei husband, unless he had alrSdy gone aSLy

^.T^ ^Z ^'"«'K«"<=e from the denser plantatS

"^n^-^T^"^"''
'"''^"^' ' P^^i^« lightness h^hung m the damp autumn sky. in spite of The vault of-bud, signifying that a moon of some age was shininJabove Its arch The two white gates were disinctand the white baUs on the pillars : and the puddli anddamj> ruts left by the recent rain had a S)ld corpseeyed lum.nousness. She entered by the lower gateTnd

ZZff^". Tfta^' '° '^' "'"K -he^-i" the ai^rtments that had been hers since her marriage were
situate, till she stood under a window, which, if her lus.

thT,;"i5' ^°r' «""" "8^* *° his bed-chaml^n
bhe faltered, and paused with her hand on herheart, m spite of herself. Could she call to h^

Ts'^old C'"
""'^ °' ^^^ '^'^^-g *-"bli^"Alas l—old Jones was many miles off; Giles was dos-sibly dymg-what else could she do?

^
It was in a perspiration, wrought even more bvconsciousness than by exercise, that she pickJd unsome gravel, threw it at the paies, and waifj^ S se^the result The night - beU which had bSr fix^when Fitzpiers first took up his residence ^ere stmremained; but as it had fallen into disuse wTh thecollapse of his practice, and his elopement, she dWnot venture to pull it now.
Whoever slept in the room had heard her signal

slight as It was. In half a minute the whSow^wi
opened, and a voire said -Yes?' inquiringly. GraSrecognized her hus.^nd in the speaker at once. Her
effort was now to disguise her own accents

'Doctor,' she said, in as unusual a tone as shecould command, 'a man is dangerously ill in OneChimney Hut. out towards Delborough, and you mu^go to him at once—in all mercy ! ' « ' "" y°" '""st
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' I will, readily.'

The alacrity, surprise, and everj pleasuie exDres«^

' Do you know the way ? ' she asked.
Ves,' said he.

' Ves, yes,' said Fitzpiers.

:£«-•??- "^--e^t .-

recondiation with the old man, wha. were °he ^^

house "S^, f'"?!?' ""^ P'^P"""? '» '=ave the

irasional zeal, was pecuhar. At Grace's first remark hel«d not recognized or suspected her presenc^ S a!she went on, he was awaketwd to the J^^'mhUnf
°'

L"'^""'^ ™'<* 'o >« wife's ^ h^^^n"^:
alJ^vaf^S^.'l'hlV'"'™™' "^'i'^ "ouseMdtrwamvai, that she had gone on a visit for a time becauseshe could not at once bring her mind to be r^Si'
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to 'jTih^' U
'""'"^ "°' .^"''" ^^^^ '^^' "««hbour

r««r» » V ^* ''** ^"^ °^ ^he features of FitzDiers'a

exptanation of her absence, he had made no attempt to

SfnformJ^'"^^''^
'""°"'"« ^-^ though not^J

P^ieSS h.?. r how very shortly her depLture had

dec!^^'7otrfX;\t'l .'
consideration had

;^ her flight .uch^i; hrd^tfed it^mro^'thltragic colour of the antecedent events thit he had blena^eat means of creating checked his instfnct to intrf^e. He prayed and trusted that she had got into nodanger on her way (as he supposed) to Sherton andhence to Exonbury. if that were the place she haS'eoneto. forbeanng all inquiry which the Strangeness of h

J

departure would have made natural. Tfew monS^before this time a performance by Grace of onT-S

not me face to face. bu. Mrs. Melbu^ had propc^^^herself as an intermediary, who made the su^Xr^entrance comparatively easy to him. Evc h?n/wT;

corertt"'^""'^'^
"'"^ '^""^•°-- ^4"- ^d

^roririnZ
""'"'" °^ " P^" °^ P^">*^"ce whichnad originated m circumstances hereafter to be «c

theSk of «
/°°" ""

'u''^^""
'^''^^ h.m fromine bedside of a dying man his desire was to set towork and do as much good as he could with The lU^

SfunTstT,^'°"
He therefore refSnld'

S

^H 1^ !
stableman to get ready any horse or gigand set^^out for One-Chimney Hut on'foot as Gi^c'e
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XLIII

She reentered the hut, flung off her bonnet and
cioaK, and approached the sufferer. He had begun
anew those terrible mutterings, and his hands were
cold. As soon as she saw him there returned to her
that agony of mind which the stimulus of her journey
had thrown off for a time.

Could he really be dying? She bathed him, kissed
him, forgot all things but the fact that lying there
before her was he who had loved her more than the
mere lover would have loved; had immolated himself
for her comfort, cared more for her self-respect than she
had thought of caring. This mood continued till she
heard quick, smart footsteps without ; she knew whose
footsteps they were.

Grace sat on the inside of the bed against the wall
holding her lover's hand, so that when her husband
entered the patient lay between herself and him. He
stood transfixed at first, noticing Grace only. Slowly
he dropped his glance and discerned who the prostrate
man was. Strangely enough, though Grace's distaste
for her husband's company had amounted almost to
dread, and culminated in actual flight, at this moment
her last and least feeling was personal. Sensitive
femininit)' was eclipsed by devoted purpose; and that
It was a husband who stood there was forgotten. The
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first look that px^sessed her face was relief; satisfaction
at the prese-i u o: t'ne physician obliterated the thought
of the man, which only niurned in the form of a sub-
consciousnt s Ihat did n. t interfere with her words

' Is he d) --, -i. there any hope ? ' she asked.
' Grace !

'
said Fitzpiers in an indescribable whisper—more than mvocating_if not quite deprecatory

He was arrested by the spectacle, not so much in its
mtnnsic character—though that was striking enough to
a man who called himself the husband of the sufllrer's
fnend and nurse—but in its character as the counter-
part of one that had had its run many months before,
in which he had figured as the patient, and the woman
had been Felice Charmond.

• Is he in great danger—can you save him ? ' she
asked again.

Fitzpiers aroused himself, came a little nearer, and
examined Winterborne as he stood. His inspection
was concluded in a mere glance. Before he spoke he
looked at her contemplatively as to the effect of his
coming words,

' He is dying,' he said with dry precision
'What?' said she.

' Nothing can be done, by me or any other man. It
will soon be all over. The extremities are dead already '

His eyes still remained fixed on her, the conclusion to
which he had come seeming to end his interest, pro-
fessional and otherwise, in Winto-borne for ever

' But it cannot be
! He was weU a week ago.'

' Not well, I suspect. This seems like what we call
a sequel, which has followed some previous disorder-
possibly typhoid—it may have been months ago. or
recently.' ® '

' Ah—he was ill last year—you are right. And he
must have been ill when I came !

'

There was nothing more to do or say. She crouched
down at the side of the bed, and Fitzpiers took a seat
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Thus they remained in silence, and long as it lasted
she never turned her eyes, or apparently her thoughts,
at all to her husband. He occasionally murmured,
with automatic authority, some slight directions for
alleviating the pain of the dying man, which she
mechanically obeyed, bending over him during the
intervals in silent tears.

Winterborne never recovered consciousness of what
was passing; and that he was going became soon per-
ceptible also to her. In less than an hour the delirium
ceased ; then there was an interval of somnolent pain-
lessness and soft breathing, at the end of which Winter-
borne passed quietly away.

Then Fitzpiers broke the silence. ' Have you lived

here long ?
' he said.

Grace was wild with sorrow—bitter with all that
had befallen her—with the cruelties that had attacked
her—with life—with Heaven. She answered at random.
' Yes. By what right do you ask ?

'

'Don't think I claim any right,' said Fitzpiers
sadly. * It is for you to do and say what you choose.
I admit, quite as much as you feel, that I am a vaga-
bond—a brute—not worthy to possess the smallest frag-

ment of you. But here I am, and I have happened to

take sufficient interest in you to make that inquiry.'

« He is everything to me !

' said Grace, hardly heeding
her husband, and laying her hand reverently on the
dead man's eyelids, where she kept it a long time,
pressing down their lashes with gentle touches, as if

she were stroking a little bird.

He watched her awhile, and then glanced round
the chamber, where his eyes fell upon a few dressing
necessaries that she had brought.

'Grace—if I may call you so,* he said, 'I have
been already humiliated almost to the depths. I have
come back—since you refused to join me elsc^vhere
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—I have entered your father's house—and borne all
which that cost me without flinching, because I have
felt I deserved humiliation. But is there a yet greater
humiliation in store for me? You say you have been
living here with him—that he was everything to youAm I to draw from that the obvious, the extremest
inference ?

'

Triumph at any price is sweet to men and women
—especially the latter. It was her first and last oppor-
tunity of repaying him for the slights which she had
borne at his hands so docilely.

'Yes,' she answered; and there was that in her
subtly compounded nature which made her feel a thrill
of pride as she did so.

Yet the moment after she had so mightily belied her
character she half repented. Her husband had turned
as white as the wall behind him. It seemed as if all that
remained to him of hope and spirit had been abstracted
at a strok- Yet he did not move, and in his efforts
at self-co osed his mouth together as a vice. His
determma. as fairly successful, though she saw how
venr much greater than she had expected her triumph
had been. Presently he looked across at Winterborne

• Would it startle you to hear,' he said, as if he hardiy
had breath to utter words, « that she who was to me
what he was to you is dead also ?

'

' Dead—sAe dead ?
' exclaimed Grace.

' Yes. Felice Charmond is where this young man is
'

' Never !

' said Grace vehemently.
He went on without heeding the insinuation : ' And

I came back to try to make it up with you ; but '

Fitzpiers rose and moved across the room to go
away, looking downwards with the droop of a man
whose hope was turned to apathy, if not despair. In
going round the door his eye fell upon her once more.
She was still bending over the body of Winterborne,
her face close to his.
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'Have you been ki.sing him during his illness?'
asked her husband.

' Yes.'

' Since his fevered state set in ?

'

' Yes.'

• On his lips ?

'

'Yes.'

' Then you will do well to take a few drops of this
in water as soon as possible.'

He drew a small phial from his pocket, and re-
turned to offer it to her.

Grace shook her head.
' If you don't do as I tell you, you may soon be

like him.'

' I don't care ! I wish to die.'

' I'll put it here,' said Fitzpiers, placing the bottle
on a ledge beside him. ' The sin of not having warned
you will not be upon my head at any rate, amongst
my other sins. I am now going, and I will send
somebody to you. Your father does not know that
you are here, so I suppose I shall be bound to tell
him?*

' Certainly.'

Fitzpiers left the cot, and the stroke of his feet was
soon immersed in the silence that pervaded the spot.
Grace remained kneeling and weeping, she hardly knew
how long, and then she sat up, covered poor Giles's
features, and went towards the door where her husband
had stood. No sign of any other comer greeted her
6ar, the only perceptible sounds being tlie tiny cracklings
of the deau leaves which, like a feather bed, had not
yet done rising to their normal level where indented
by the pressure of her husband's receding footsteps.
It reminded her that she had been struck with the
change in his aspect; the extremely intellectual look
that had always been in his face was wrought to a finer
phase by thinness, and a careworn dignity had been
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superadded. ,5he returned to Winterborne's side, and
during her mcjditations another tread drew near the
door, entered the room, and halted at the foot of the
bed.

« What—Marty !

' said Grace.
' Yes. I have heard,' said Ma*ty, whose demeanour

had lost all its girli3hness under the stroke that seemed
almost literally to have bruised her.

• He died for me !

' murmured Grace heavily.
Marty did not fully comprehend, and she answered,

* He belongs to neither of us now, ahd your beauty is
no more powerful with him than my plainness. I have
come to help you, ma'am. He never cared for me,
and he cared much for you ; but he cares for us both
alike now.'

• O don't, don't, Marty !

'

Marty said no more, but knelt over Winterbome
from the other side.

' Did you meet my hus—Mr. Fitzpiers ?

'

• No.'

' Then what brought you here ?

'

' I come this way sometimes. I have got to go to
the further side of the wood at this time o' year, and
am obliged to get there before four o'clock in the morn-
ing, to begin heating the oven for the early baking. I
have passed by here often at this time.'

Grace looked at her quickly. ' Then did you know
I was here ?

'

' Yes, ma'am.'
' Did you tell anybody ?

'

'No. I knew you lived in the hut, that he had
gi'ed it up to ye, and lodged out himself.'

' Did you know where he lodged ?

'

'No. That I couldn't find out. Was it at Del-
borough ?

'

' No. It was not there, Marty. Would it had been

!

It would have saved—saved ' To check her tears
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she turned, and seeing a book in the window-b?nch,
took It up. ' Look, Marty, this is a Psalter. He was
not an outwardly religious man; but he was pure and
perfect m his heart. Shall we read a psalm over
him ?

'

' O yes, we will ; with all my heart !

'

Grace opened the thin brown book, which poor
Giles had kept at hand mainly for the convenience of
whettmg his penknife upon its leather covers. She
began to read in that rich, devotional voice peculiar
to women on such occasions. When it was over Marty
said, ' I should like to pray for his soul.'

' So should I,' said her companion. ' But we must
not.'

' Why ? Nobody would know.'
Grace could not resist the argument, influenced as

she was by the sense of making amends for having
neglected him in the body; and their tender voices
united and filled the narrow room with supplicatory
murmurs that a Calvinist might have countenanced.
They had hardly ended when new and more numerous
footfalls were audible; also persons in conversation, one
of whom Grace recognized as her father.

She rose, and went to the outside of the hut,
where there was only such light as beamed from the
doorway. Melbury and Mrs. Melbury were standing

' I don't reproach you, Grace,' said her father, with
an estranged manner, and in a voice not at all like his
old voice. ' What has come upon you and us through
you giving up yourself to him is beyond reproach,
beyond weeping and beyond wailing. Perhaps I drove
you to it. But I am hurt; I am scourged; I am
astonished

! In the face of this there is nothing to
be said.'

Without replying Grace turned and glided back to
the inner chamber. « Marty,' she said quickly, ' I cannot
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look my father in the face until he knows the true
circumstances of my life here. Go ar.i tell him—what
you have told me—what you saw—that he gave up hLi
house to me.'

She sat down, her face buried in her hands, and
Marty went, and after a short absence returned. Then
Grace rose, and going out, asked her father if he had
talked to M' rty.

• Yes,' said Melbury.
• And you know all that has happened ? I will let

my husband think the worst, but not you.'
*I do. Forgive me, Grace, for suspecting 'ee of

worse than rashness—I ought to know 'ee better. Are
you coming with me to what was once your home ?

'

• No. I stay here with him. Take no account of
me any more.'

The tender, perplexing, agitating relations in which
she had stood to Winterborne quite lately— brought
about by Melbury's own contrivance—could not fail to
soften the natural anger of a parent at her more recen
doings. «My daughter, things are bad,' he rejoined.
•But why do you persevere to make 'em worse?
What good can you do to Giles by staying here with
him ? Mind, I ask no questions. I don't inquire why
you decided to come here, or anything as to what your
course would have been if he had not died, though I
know there's no deliberate harm in 'ee. As for me, I
have lost all claim upon you ; and I make no complaint.
But I do say that by coming back with me now you
will show no less kindness to him, and escape any
sound of shame.'

' But I don't wish to escape it.'

• If you don't on your own account, cannot you wish
to on mine and hers ? Nobody except our household
knows that you Iiave left home. Then why should you
by a piece of perverseness bring down my hairs with
sorrow to the grave ?

'
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'

^i !^ .'^^'^ "°* ^°'" "'y husband ' she boramoved by h. words. • But how can I meet Wm tl^e ?How can any woman who is not a mere man's creaturejom him after what has taken place ?

'

of mfhoused
^° '""'^ '^"^" '''^'' '*^"" ^^P ^^^ °"t

' How do you know that, father ?

'

said M^rftf^i'"
°" ^^^ "^^y ^^'^' ^"^ ^e t°ld "s so,'

Sfore W^ '^- ' "" ^"^ ^^^^ ^^"^^^hing Hke tbefore. He seems very much upset altogether.'

th.fSf
d^^,lfed to her when he came to our housethat he would wait for time and devotion to bring about

UrLucf?''
"''''' '"' ''^^'"^- "^'^^^ ^^ i^ --n't

' Yes. That he would not intrude upon you, Gracetm j^ou gave him absolute permission,' Mrs. Melbun^

wewTr"^""* considerateness in Fitzpiers was as

^e^S not h'"'" t '' ^"' unexpected; and thoughShe did not desire his presence, she was sorry that byher retaliatory fiction she had given him rdrfferent
reason for avoiding her. She made no further oljSbons to accompanying her parents, taking them intothe inner room to give Winterborne a last look, and

S wi?P 'u^
^^'^ ^^ '^'^ *^^"g« that brlonged to

r K i" u
'^^ ""^^ ^°^"S this the two women came

poorctlt^'^
""'' '^ ''^^'"^^' ^"^ ^' theirS

'Forgive me, but I can't rule my mourning nohow
as a man should, Mr. Melbury,' he said. ' I ha'n't .eenhim since Thursday se'night, and have wondered"^ fordays and days where he's been keeping. There was I
expecting him to come and tell me to wash out theoder-toels against the making, and here was he. .

Well, Ive knowed him from table-high; I knowed hisfather-used to bide about upon two sticks in the sun
afore he died !—and now I've seen the end of the
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family, which we can ill afford to lose, wi' such a scanty
lot of good folk in Hintock as we've gut. And now
Robert Cre€dle will be nailed up in parish boards 'a
b heve

;
and nobody will glutch down a sigh for he !

'

v^J^^^ ^l"*^^
'°'' ^°"™^' ^^^y »"<* Creedle remaining

behind. Fca tune Grace and her father walked side
by side without speaking. It was just in the blue of the
dawn, and the chilling tone of the sky was reflected in her
cold, wet face. The whole wood seemed to be a house
of death, pervaded by loss to its uttermost length and
breadth. Winterborne was gone, and the copses seemed
to show the want of him; those young trees, so many
of which he had planted, and of which he had spoken
so truly when he said that he should fall before they
fell, were at that very moment sending out their roots
in the direction that he had given them with his subtle
hand.

'One thing made it tolerable to us that your hus-
band should come back to the house,' said Melbury at
last. ' The death of Mrs. Charmond.'

'Ah, yes,' said Grace, arousing slightly to the re-
collection ;

' he told me so.'

'Did he ten you how she died ? It was no such
death as Giles's. She was shot—by a disappointed
lover It occurred in Germany. The unfortunate man
shot himself afterwards. He was that South Carolina
gentleman of very passionate nature, who used to haunt
this place to force her to favour him, and followed her
about everywhere. So ends the brilliant Felice Char-mond—or ce a good friend to me—but no friend to
you.'

'I can forgive her,' said Grace absently. 'Did
Edred tell you of this ?

'

'No; but he put a London newspaper, giving an
account of it, on the hall-table, folded in such a way
that we should see it. It will be in the Sherton paper
this week, no doubt. To make the event more solemn
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8ti.i to him he had just before had sharp words with her
and left her. He told Lucy this, as nothing about him
appears m the newspaper. And the cause of the quarrel
was, of all ptople, she we've left behind us.'

* Do you mean Marty ?
' Grace spoke the words but

perfunctonly. For, pertinent and pointed as Melbury's
story was, she had no care for it now.

'Yes. Marty South.' Melbury persisted in his narra-
tive to divert her from her present grief, if possible. « Be-
1 Jre he went away she wrote him a letter, which he kept in
his pocket a long while before reading. He chanced to
pull It out m Mrs. Charmond's presence, and read it out
loud. It contained something which teased her very
much, and that led to the rupture. She was following
him to make it up when she met with her terrible
de^^h.'

•' ilbury did not know enough to give the gist of the
incident, which was that Marty South's letter had been
concerning a certain personal adornment common tc
herself and Mrs. Charmo;:d. Her bullet reached its
billet at last. The scene between Fitzpiers and Felice
had been sharp, as only a scene can be which arises out of
the mortification of one woman by another in the presence
of a lover. True, Marty had not effected it by word of
naouth

; the charge about the locks of hair was made
simply by Fitzpiers reading her letter to him aloud to
Fehce m the playfully ironical tones of one who had
become a httle weary of his situation, and was finding
his fnend, m the phrase of George Herbert, a « flat
delight.' He had stroked those false tresses vrith his hand
many a time without knowing them to be transplanted,
and It was impossible when the discovery was so abruptly
made to avoid being finely satirical, despite his generous
disposition.

That was how it had begun, and tragedy had been
Its end. On his abrupt departure she had followed
him to the station, but the train was gone; and in
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travelling to Homburg in "'•arch of him she had met his
nval, whose reproaches led to an altercation, and the
death of both. Of that precipitate scene of passion
and crime Fitzpiers had known nothing till he saw an
account of it in the papers, where, fortunately for him-
self, no mention was made of his prior acquaintance
with the unhappy lady ; nor was there any allusion to
him in the subsequent inquiry, the double death U! ^'

attributed to some gambling los es, though in point of
fact neither one of them had visiled the tables.

Melburyand his daughter drew near their house, having
seen but one living thing on their way, a squirrel, which
did not run up its tree, but, dropping the sweet chest-
nut which it carried, cried chut-chut-chut, and stamped
with Its hind-legs on the ground. When the roofs and
chimneys of the homestead began to emerge from the
screen of boughs, Grace started, and checked herself in
her abstracted advance.

'You clearly understand,' she said to her step-
mother, some of her old misgiving returning, ' that I am
coming back only on condition of his leaving as he
promised ? Will you let him knew this, that there may
be no mistake ?'

Mrs. Melbury, who had had some long private talks
with Fitzpiers, assured Grace that she need have no
doubts on that point, and that he would probably be
gone by the evening. Grace then entered with them into
Melbury's wing of the house, and sat down listlessly in
the pariour while her stepmother went to Fitzpiers.

The prompt r,l dience to her wishes which the
surgeon showed did honour to him, if anything could.
Before Mrs. Melbury had returned to the room, Grace,
who was sitting on the pnrlour window-bench, saw her
husband go from the door under the increasing light
of morning, with a bag in his hand. While passing
through the gate he turned his head. The firelight of
the room she sat in threw her figure into dark relief
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against the window as she looked through the panes,
and he must have seen her distinctly. In a moment
he went on, the gate fell to, and he disappeared. At
the hut she had declared that another had usurped his
nghts

; now she had banished him.
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^ JV

riTZPIERS had hardly been gone an hour when
Grace began to sicken. The next day she kept her
room. Old Jones was called in: he murmured some
statements in which the words 'feverish symptoms'
occurred. Grace heard them, and guessed the means
by which she had brought this visitation upon herself.

One day while she still lay there with her head
throbbmg, wondering if she were really going to join
him who had gone before, Grammer Oliver came to
her bedside. 'I don't know whe'r this is meant for
you to take, ma'am,' she said. ' But I have found it

on the table. It was left by Marty, I think, when she
came this morning.'

Grace turned her hot eyes upon what Grammer
held up. It was the phial left at the hut by her
husband when he had begged her to take some drops
of its contents, if she wished to preserve herself from
falling a victim to the malady which had pulled down
Winterborne. She examined it as well as she could.
The liquid was of a brownish hue, and bore a label with
an inscription in Italian. He had probably got it in
his wanderings abroad. She knew but little Italian,

but could understand that the cordial was a febrifuge
of some sort. Her father, her mother, and all the
household were anxious for her recovery, and she
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resolved to obey her husband's directions. Whatever
the risk, if any, she was prepared to run it. A glass of
water was brought, and the drops dropped in.

The effect, though not miraculous, was remarkable.
In less than an hour she felt calmer, cooler, better
able to reflect, less inclined to fret and chafe and wear
herself away. She took a few drops more. From
that time the fever retreated, and went out like a
damped conflagration.

'How clever he is!' she said regretfully. 'Why
could he not have had more principle, so as to turn his

great talents to good account ! Perhaps he has saved
my useless life. But he doesn't know it, and doesn't
care whether he has saved it or not; and on that
account will never be told by me. Probably he only
gave it to me in the arrogance of his skill, to show the
greatness of his resources beside mine, as Elijah drew
down fire from Heaven !

'

As soon as she had quite recovered from this foiled

attack upon her life Grace went to Marty South's cot-
tage. The current of her being had again set towards
the lost Giles Winterborne.

' Marty,' she said, ' we both loved him. We will go
to his grave together.'

Great Hintock Church stood at the upper part of
the village, and could be reached without passing
through the street. In the dusk of the late September
day they went thither by secret ways, walking mostly
in silence side by side, each busied with her own
thoughts. Grace had a trouble exceeding Marty's, that
haunting sense of having put out the light of his life by
her own hasty doings. She had tried to persuade her-
self that he might have died of his illness, even if she
had not taken possession of his house. Sometimes
she succeeded in her attempt ; sometimes she did not.

They stood by the grave together, and though the
sun had gone down, they could see over the woodland
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for miles, and down to the vale in which he had been
accustomed to descend every year with his portable
mill and press to make cider about this time.

Perhaps Grace's first grief, the discoveiy that if he
had lived he could never have claimed her, had some
power in softening this, the second. On Marty's part
there was the same consideration; never would she
have been his. As no anticipation of gratified affection
had been in existence while he was with them, there
was none to be disappointed now that he had gone.

Grace was abased when, by d^ees, she found that
she had never understood Giles as Marty had done.
Marty South alone, of all the women in Hintock and
the world, had approximated to Winterborne's level of
intelligent intercourse with Nature. In that respect she
had formed his true complement in the other sex, had
lived as his counterpart, had subjoined her thoughts to
his as a corollary.

The casual glimpses which the ordinary popuhtion
bestowed upon that wondrous world of sap and leaves
called the Hintock woods had been with these two, Giles
and Marty, a clear gaze. They had been possessed of
its finer mysteries as of commonplace knowledge; had
been able to read its hieroglyphs as ordinary writing;
to them the sights and sounds of night, winter, wind,
storm, amid those dense boughs, which had to Grace a
touch of the uncanny, and even of the supernatural,
were simple occurrences, whose origin, continuance, and
laws they foreknew. They had planted together, and
together they had felled ; together they had, with the run
of the years, mentally collected those remoter signs and
symbols which seen in few were of runic obscurity, but
all together made an alphabet. From the light lashing
of the twigs upon their faces when brushing through
them in the dark, they could pronounce upon the species
of the tree whence they stretched ; from the quality of
the wind's murmur through a bough, they could in like
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manner name its sort afar off. They knew by a glance
at a trunk if its heart were sound, or tainted with in-
cipient decay; and by the state of its upper twigs the
stratum that had been reached by its roots. The artifices
of the seasons were seen by them from the conjuror's
own point of view, and not from that of the spectator.

•He ought to have married >w«, Marty, and nobody
else in the world !

' said Grace with conviction, after
thinking in the above strain.

Marty shook her head. «In all our outdoor days
and years together, ma'am,' she replied, ' the one thing
he never spoke of to me was love; nor I to him.'

* Yet you and he could speak in a tongue that no-
body else knew—not even my father, though he came
nearest knowing—the tongue of the trees and fruits and
flowers themselves.'

She could indulge in mournful fancies like this to
Marty ; but the hard core to her grief—which Marty's
had not—remained. Had she been sure that Giles's
d^th resulted entirely from his exposure, it would have
driven her well-nigh to insanity; but there was always
that bare possibility that his exposure had only precipi-
tated what was inevitable. She longed to believe that
it had not done even this.

There was only one man whose opinion on the cir-

cumstances she would be at all disposed to trust. Her
husband was that man. Yet to ask him it would be
necessary to detail the true conditions in which she and
Winterborne had lived during these three or four critical

days that followed her flight; and in withdrawing her
original defiant announcement on that point there
seemed a weakness she did not care to show. She
never doubted that Fitzpiers would believe her if she
made a clean confession of the actual situation ; but to
volunteer the correction would seem like signalling for a
truce, and that in her present frame of mind was what
she did not feel the need of.
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It will probably not appear a surprising statement,
a^ter what has been aheady declared of Fitzpiers, that
the man whom Grace's matrimonial fidelity could not
keep faithful was stung into passionate throbs of interest
concernmg her by her avowal of the contrary.

He declared to himself that he had never known her
dangerously full compass if she were capable of such a
reprisal

;
and, melancholy as it may be to admit the

fact, his own humiliation and regret engendered a
smouldering admiration of her.

He passed a month or two of great misery at Exon-
bury, the place to which he had retired—quite as much
misery indeed as Grace, could she have 1 iown of it
would have been inclined to inflict upon any hving crea-
ture, how much soever he might have wronged li^r. Then
a sudden hope dawned upon him; he wondered if her
affirmation were true. He asked himself whether it
were not the act of an innocent woman whose pique
had for the moment bUnded her .o the contingencies of
such an announcement. His wide experience of th^
sex had taught him that, in many cases, women who
ventured on hazardous phrases did so because they
lacked an imagination gross enough to feel their full
force. In this light Grace's bold avowal might merely
have denoted the desperation of one who was a child
to the realities of faithlessness.

Fitzpiers's mental sufferings and suspense led him
at last to take a melancholy journey to the neighbour-
hood of Little Hintock ; and here he hovered for houis
around the scene of the purest emotional experiences
that he had ever known in his life. He walked about
the woods that surrounded Melbury's house, keeping
out of sight like a criminal. It was a fine evening, and
on his way homeward he passed near Marty South's
cottage. As usual she had lighted her candle without
closing her shutters ; he saw her within as he had seen
her many times before.
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She was poKshing tools, and though he had not
wished to show himself he could not resist speaking to
her through the half-open door. « What are you doinc
that for, Marty?' ^

' Because I want to clean them. They are not mine.'
He could see indeed that they were not hers, for one
was a spade, laige and heavy, and another was a bill-hook
which she could only have used with both hands. The
spade, though not a new one, had been so completely
burnished that it was bright as silver.

Fitzpiers somehow divined that they were Giles
Winterborne's, and he put the question to her.

She replied in the affirmative. ' I am going to keep
'em,' she said, « but I can't get his apple-mill and press.
I wish I could ; it is going to be sold, they say.'

' Then I will buy it for you,' said Fitzpiers. « That
will be making you a return for a kindness you did me.'
His glance fell upon the girl's rare-coloured hair, which
had grown again. « O Marty, those locks of yours—
and that letter! ... But it was a kindness to send it,

nevertheleps,' h:, added musingly.
After this there was confidence between them—such

confidence as there had never been before. Marty was
shy, indeed, of speaking about the letter, and her
motives in writing itj but she thanked him warmly for
his promise of the cider-press. She would travel with it

in the autumn season as he had done, she said. She
would be quite strong enough, with old Creedle as an
assistant.

'Ah!—there was one nearer to him than you,' said
Fitzpiers, referring to Grace. « One who lived where he
lived, and was with him when he died.'

Then Marty, suspecting that he did not know the
true circumstances, from the fact that Mrs. Fitzpiers and
himself were living apart, told him of Giles's generosity
to Grace in giving up his house to her at the risk, and
possibly the sacrifice, of his own life. When the surgeon
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heard it he almost envied Giles his chivalrous character.
He expressed a wish to Marty that his visit to her should
be kept secret, and went home thoughtful, feeling that
in more than one sense his journey to Hintock had not
been m vain.

He would have given much to win Grace's forgive-
ness then. But whatever he dared hope for in that
kind from the future, there was nothing to be done yet,
while Giles Winterborne's memory was green. To
wait was imperative. A little time might melt her
froze a thoughts, and lead her to look on him with
toleration, if not with love.
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XLV

Weeks and months of mourning for Winterborne had
been passed by Grace in the soothing monotony of the
memorial act to which she and Marty had devoted them-
selves Twice a week the pair went in the dusk to
Great Hmtock, and, like the two mourners in Cymbeline,
sweeten«i his sad grave with their flowers and their tears.

Nothing ever had brought home to her with such
force as this death how little acquirements and culture
Aveigh beside sterling personal character. While her
simple sorrow for his loss took a softer edge with the
lapse of the autumn and winter seasons, her self-reproach

aba
^^"^ ^ possible hand in causing it knew slight

.K Vtf
^ ^^^^^^ at Hintock during these months of

the fall and decay of the leaf. Discussion of the almost
contemporaneous death of Mrs. Charmond abroad had
waxed and waned. There was a rumour that her death
had resulted less from the shot than from the effect of
tnght upon her personal condition at the time: but this
was never verified. Fitzpiers had had a marvellous
escape from being dragged into the inquiry which
followed the catastrophe, through the accident of their
having parted just before under the influence of Marty
South s letter—the tiny instrument of a cause deep in
nature.
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Her body was not brought home. It seemed to
accord well with the fitful fever of that impassioned
woman's life that she should not have found a native
grave. She had enjoyed but a life-interest in the
estate, which, after her death, passed to a relative of
her husband's—one who knew not Felice, one whose
purpose seemed to be to blot out every vestige of her.

On a certain day in February—the cheerful day of
St. Valentine—a letter reached Mrs. Fitzpiers, which
had been mentally promised her for that particular day
a long time before.

Her husband announced that he was living at some
midland town, where he had obtained a temporary
practice as assistant to a local medical man, whose
curative principles were all wrong, though he dared not
set them right. ^i3 had thought fit to communicate
with her on that day of tender traditions to inquire if,

in the event of his obtaining a substantial practice that
he had in view elsewhere, she could forget the past and
bring herself to join him.

There the practical part ended : he then went on :

My last year of experience has added ten years to my age, dear
Grace, and dearest wife that ever erring man undervalued. You
may be absolutely indifferent to what I say, but let me say it ; I
have never loved any woman alive or dead as I love, respect, and
honour you at this present mrment. What you told me in the
pride and naughtiness of your heart I never believed [this, by the
way, was not strictly true] ; but even if I had believed it, it could
never have estranged me from you. Is there any use in telling you—no, there is not—that I dream of your ripe lips more frequently
than I say my prayers : tliat the old familiar rustle of your dress
often returns upon my mind till it distracts me ? If you could con-
descend even only to see me again you would be breathing life into
a corpse. My pure, pure Grace, modest as a turtledove, how came
I ever to possess you? For the sake of being present in your mind
on this lovers' day, I think I would almost rather have you hate
me a little than not think of me at all. You may call my fancies
whimsical

; but remember, sweet, lost one, that " nature is fine in
love, and where 'tis fine it sends some instance of itself."—I will
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not intrude upon you further now. Make me a little bit happy
by sending back one line to say that you will consent, at any rate,
to a short interview. I will meet you and leave you as a mere
acquaintance, if you will only afford me this slight means of making
a few explanations, and of putting my position before you. Believe
me, in spite of all you may do or feel, your lover always (once your
husband), E F

It was, oddly enough, the first occasion, or nearly
the first, on which Grace had ever received a love-letter
fi-om him, his courtship having taken place under con-
ditions which rendered letter-writing unnecessary. Its
perusal, therefore, had a certain novelty for her. She
thought that, upon the whole, he wrote love-letters very
well. But the chief rational interest of the letter to the
reflective Grace lay in the chance that sUch a meeting
as he proposed would afford her of netting her doubts
at rest one way or the other on her actual share in
Wmterborne's death. The reUef of consulting a skilled
mmd, the one professional -^an who had seen Giles
at that time, would be immensv;. As for that state-
ment that she had uttered in her disdainful grief, which
at the time she had regarded as her triunph, she was
quite prepared to admit to him that his belief was the
true one; for in wronging herself as she did when she
made it she had done what to her was a far more
serious thing, wronged Winterbome's memory.

Without consulting her father, or any one in the
house or out of it, Grace replied to the letter. She
agreed to meet Fitzpiers on two conditions, of which
the first was that the place of meeting should be the
top of High-Stoy Hill, the second that he would not
object to Marty South accompanying her.

Whatever art, much or little, there may have been
in Fitzpiers's so-called valentine to his wife, he felt a
delight as of the bursting of spring when her brief
reply came. It was one of the few pleasures that he
had experienced of late years at all resembUng those
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of his early youth. He promptly replied that he
accepted the conditions, and named the day and hour
at which he would be on the spot she mentioned.

A few minutes before three on the appointed day
found him climbing the well-known hill, which had been
the axis of so many critical movements in their lives

during his residence at Hintock.
The sight of each homely and well-remembered

object swelled the r^et that seldom left him now.
Whatever paths might lie open to his future, the sooth-
ing shades of Hintock were forbidden him for ever as
a permanent dwelling-place.

He longed for the society of Grace. But to lay
offCTings on har slighted altar was his first aim, and
until her propitiation was complete he would constrain
her in no way to return to him. The least reparation
that he could make, in a G\sti where he would gladly
have made much, would be to let her feel herself ab-
solutely free to choose between Jiving with him and
without him.

Moreover, a subtlist in emotions, he cultivated as
under glasses strange and mournful pleasures that he
would not willingly let die just at present. To show
any forwardness in suggesting a modus vivendi to Grace
would be to put an end to these exotics. To be the
vassal of her sweet will for a time—he demanded no
more, and found solace in the contemplation of the soft

miseries she caused him.

Approaching the hill with a mind strung to these
notions, Fitzpiers discerned a gay procession of people
coming down the way, and was not long in perceiving
it to be a wedding-party. Though the wind was keen,
the women were in light attire, and the flowered waist-

coats of the men had a pleasing vividness of pattern.

Each of the gentler ones clung to the arm of her partner
so tightly as to have with him one step, rise, swing,

gait, almost one centre of gravity. In the buxom bride
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Fitzpiere recognized no other than Soke Damson who

Desjde her he saw to be Tim Tangs.

t^o^^^f^lir^tj?'*' ^^' ^""^ '^^y ^^^ «een him;

^r?o1„l^' ^""''"^ ^^ *^" ^^'^^ ^hom he did nowish to nieet Suke was the chief. But he put the bestface on the matter that he could, and Lme on Ae

Motion from Mrs. Fitzpiers. As the couples closedupon him he expressed his congratulations,

selvJ! k;/?'* Z^^""^
'**""'^ ^'^^ P^^hes to show our-

Hinfnrt »K '^K T""'
' ^^"^ ^^ ^«* ^^^^s to Great

R.;!?^ ' T^" ^.'^'^ *° ^^^^' ^"d from here we go To

So« ,,^";
'"^ Marshwood. and then round ^ the

lont w ', ^°T: "°'""' ^^y' I' b"^ •* won't be t^tlong We be off m a couple of months.'
' Indeed. Where to ?

'

7.J!"!, '"S""? ^^ *^^* *h«y were going to New

^Hmtc^k'h"/ k""*
'^. "°"'' '^^^^ iLn'contenteS

tTLfersfhetd^^^^^^^ ^"^^^^^^"^ -^ -"^«^

'Then good-bye,' said Fitzpiers; «I , . / not see
J«ou a^m.' He shook hands Jlith Tim . /turned to

bo "twik'^-'^^'"'^'?^ ^^•^' ^^-^ hVhand
also. I wish you and your husband prosperity in the

hasted/"" .''I'
''°^'"' ^^^^ *^'^ ^^ 1-ft them, andhastened on to his appointment.

The wedding-party re-formed and resumed march

hS it!' f S"* !? uf
^""""^ ^'^ ^™ *° Sake, Tim noticed

that her full and blooming countenance had undergone
a change ' Hullo

! me dear^what's the matterT'S

' Nothing to speak o',' said she. But to give the lieto her assertion she was seized with lachiymose twitches,
that soon produced a dribbling face

brid^r^;!''^"*
*^' ^""^^'^ '^' about? 'exclaimed the
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' She's a little wee bit overcome, poor dear I ' said
the first bridesmaid, unfolding her handkerchief and
wiping Suke's eyes.

• I never did like parting from people I ' said Suke as
soon as she could speak.

' Why him in particular ?
*

« Well-—he's such a clever doctor, that 'tis a thousand
pities we sha'n't see him any morel There'll be no
such clever doctor as he in New Zealand, if I should be
wanting one in a few months ; and the thought o't got
the better of my feelings I

'

They walked on, but Tim's face had grown rigid and
pale, for he recalled slight circumstances, disregarded at
the time of their occurrence. The former boisterous
laughter of the wedding-party at the groomsman's jckes
was heard rising between hedges no more.

By this time Fitzpiers had advanced on his way to
the hill, where he saw two figures emerging from the
bank on the right hand. These were the expected
ones, Grace and Marty South, who had evidently come
there by a short and secret path through the wood.
Grace was muffled up in her winter dress, and he
thought that she had never looked sc seductive as at
this moment, in the noontide, bright, but heatless sun,
and the keen wind, and the purplish-grey masses of
brushwood around. Fitzpiers continued to regard the
nearing picture, till at length their glances met for a
moment, when she demurely sent off hers at a tangent
and gave him the benefit of her three-quarter face, while
with courteous completeness of conduct he lifted his
hat in a large arc. Marty dropped behind ; and when
Fitzpiers held out his hand Grace touched it with her
fingers.

* I have agreed to be here mostly because I wanted
to ask you something important,' siid Mrs. Fitzpiers,
her intonation modulating in a direction that she had
not quite wished it to take.
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•I am mos- attentive,' said her husband. 'Shallwe take !.> uiu i ees for privacy ?

'

Gracr <I tiur-ed. and Fitzpiers gave in, and they
kept ontsiti' by tne gate.

At any ratr, she would take his arm ? This aiso was
grave yntgari. i the refusal being audible to Marty.

'Why not?' h.' inrJrcr.
' O, X If. Htzpitrs- u^w can you ask ?

'

' Ri£jt. -i-ht.' -..Ma he, his effusiveness shrivelled up.As the walked o i she returned to her inquiry. ' It
IS about a wiatta that may perhaps be unpleasant to you.but I think 1 need not consider that too carefully

'

' Not at all,' said I itzpiers heroically.
She then took him back to the time of poor Winter-

borne sd^th and related the precise circumstances
amid which his fatal iUness had come upon him, par-
Uculanzing the dampness of the shelter to which hehad betaken himself, his concealment from her of the
Hardships that he was undergoing, all that he had putup with, all that he had done for her in his scrupulous
considerateness. The retrospect brought her to tears
as she asked him if he thought that the sin of having
driven him to his death was upon her.

Fitzpiers could hardly help showing his satisfaction
at what her narrative indirectly revealed, the actual
harmlessness of an escapade with her lover which had
at hrst, by her own showing, looked so grave, and hedid not care to inquire whether that harmlessness had
been the result of aim or of accident. With regard to
her question, he declared that in his judgment nohuman being could answer it. He thought that upon
the whole the balance of probabiUties turned in her
favour. Winterborne's apparent strength, during the^t months of his life, must have been delusive fthad often occurred that after a first attack of that in-
sidious disease a person's apparent recovery was ;
physiological mendacity.
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The relief which came to Grace lay almost as much
in sharing her knowledge of the particulars with an
intelligent mind as in the assurances Fitzpiers gave
her. 'Well, then, to put this case before you, and
obtain your professional opinion, was chiefly wbv I
consented to come here to-day,' said she, when he
had reached the aforesaid conclusion.

' For no other reason at all ?
' he asked ruefully.

' It was nearly the whole.'

They srood and looked over a gate at twenty oi
thirty starlings feeding in fhe grr s, and he started the
talk again by saying in a low voice, '/.nd yet I love
you more than ever I loved you in my life.*

Grace did not move her eyes from tht birds, and
folded her delicate lips as if to keep them in subjection.

• It is a uifferent kind of love altogether,' said he.
•Less passionate; more profound. It has nothing to
do with the material conditions of the object at all

;

much to do with her character and goodness, as r

vealed by closer observation. " Love tali s with better
knowledge, and knowledge with dearer love."

'

' That's nut of Measure for Measure,' said sh^ slily.

•O yes—I meant it as a citation,' blandly repHed
Fitzpiers. 'Well then, why not give me a ver\ li tie

bit of your heart again ?

'

The crash of a felled tree in the deptns of tl neares.
wood recalled the past at that moment, an all the
homely faithfulness of Winterlx>rne. ' Dor . a."- . it ! My
heart is in the ^rave witn Giles,' she replie s mnchly.

'Mine is with you—in no less d . ii a grave, I fear,

according to that.'

' I am very sorry ; but it cannot be lelpud.'
' How can you be sorry for mt when vou wilfully

keep open the grave?'

'O no- -that's not so ' returned Gra- q^jdy ; and
moved to go away fror him.

' But dearest Grace !

' said he. ' You ave con-
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whenf^J° "^"S' .f^ ^'^°"«^' fr^'" •* *hat P^^^aps

r^u wouW h^"^'*^ "'''^"^i
^ ^°"« ^^^^^ °^ Probation

o^ir i ^^""^P""-
^"* " ^^^^ <=an be no hopeof our getting completely reconciled, treat me gently-wretch though I am.' ^ ^

said'so'*''^
"*** '^^ ^""^ ''^'''

^ '^^*''^' "°' '^^^^ ' ^^

at L^tl°j^''^ '"""^^ contemptuous way of looking
at me that I fear you think so.'

^

Grace's heart struggled between the wish not to beharsh and the fear that she might mislead Zi ^cannot look contemptuous unless I feel contempt!' shesaid evasively, ' and aU I feel is lovelessness.' ^
I have been very bad I know,' he returned. 'Butunl^s you can really love me again, Grace, I would

rather go away from you for ever. I don't want you

sort If I had not cared more for your affection andfo^veness than my own personal comfort I shSd n^v" rhave come back here. I could have obtained a prac'^
at a distance, and have lived my own life without cold!ness or reproach. But I have chosen to return to theone spot on earth where my name is tarnished--to enterthe house of a man from whom I have had worse treat-ment than from any other man alive-all for you i

'

cJr. T ^^""^^^^ *"^^' ^"^ '* ^d its weight withGrace, who began to look as if she thought she hadbeen shockingly severe.

•Before you go,' he continued, 'I want to know

to ^k°tha?
'

F "^S w °^ '""• ^"^ '' ^-"^ ^ «»o<=keryto ask that. Far be it from me to advise. But I will

evJ iT:::,.'"'if',or^r'.""'.
™"'' '^' ™"^^
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' Would you give it to me ?
*

Would you act upon what I gave ?

'

' That's not a feir inquiry,' said she, smiling despite
her gravity. «I don't mind hearing it—what you do
really think the most correct and proper course for me.'

' It is so easy for me to say, and yet I dare not, for
it would be provoking you to remonstrances.'

Knowing, of course, what the advice would be, she
did not press him further, and was about to beckon
Marty forward and leave him, when he interrupted her
with, ' O ! one moment, dear Grace—you will meet me
again ?

'

She eventually agreed to see him that day fortnight
Fitzpiers expoL-tulated at the interval, but the half-alarmed
earnestness with which she entreated him not to come
sooner made him say hastily that he submitted to her
will—that he would r^ard her as a friend only, anxious
for his reform and well-being, till such time as she might
allow him to exceed that privilege.

All this was to assure her ; it was only too clear that
he had not won her confidence yet. It amazed Fitz-
piers, and overthrew all his deductions from previous
experience, to find that this girl, though she had been
married to him, could yet be so coy. Notwithstanding
a certain fascination that it carried with it his reflections
were sombre as he went homeward ; he saw how deep
had been his offence to produce so great a wariness in
a gentle and once unsuspicious soul.

He was himself too fostidious to care to coerce her.
To be an object of misgiving or dislike to a woman
who shared his home was what he could not endure
the thought of. Life as it stood was more tolerable.

When he was gone, Marty joined Mrs. Fitzpiers.
She would fain have consulted Marty on the question
of Platonic relations with her former husband, as she
preferred to regard him. But Marty showed no great
interest in their affairs, so Grace said nothing. They
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S'^L^S'th- kT .^^"'y ^^"^« ^* 'he scene

?Ly Vr^ T^'** ^^ ^" audible to their wheatelhng Marty that she wished her meeting with M^
hetr '°

If
^'^' P"^"*^' '^' ^«ft the ^giri to joinher father. At any rate, she would consult Wm onTexpediency of occasionaUy seeing her husband.

he hiji "^^
f^""^' ^^ """^^ by her side ashe had done m earlier days. «! was thinking of youwhen you came up,; he said. ' I have considfred tha"what has happened is for the best. Since your husband

js gone away, and seems not to wish to'Trouble youwhy. let hmi go. and drop out of your life mTv
enough and he can emigrate, or do what he likes forlas good. I wouldn't mind sending him the furthe

him, so that you may not be bothered with him anymore. He could hardly have gone on Uving hSe w^thout speaking to me. or meeting me; and^that woddhave been very unpleasant on both sides.'
These remarks checked her intentions. There wasa sense of weakness in foUowing them by sa^ngZshe had just met her husband b/appointment.'^ ?Then

she o'b^^r^ed
"" "' "°^ *° -mmi^cate with him ?

'

mis'tL'i!!!!^^" ^^"^ff
'"^ ^^^- You are your ownmistress—do as you like. But my opinion is that ifyou don't live with him. you had'beL Hv^^thou

him, and not go shilly-shallying and paying bo-neeDYou sent him away; and now L's gone."^ ^V^^Zl,
trouble him no more.' / «* j

Grace felt a guiltiness-she haidly knew why-andmade no confession.
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XLVI

1 HE woods were uninteresting, and Grace stayed in-

doors a great deal. She became quite a student, reading
more than she had done since her marriage. But her
seclusion was always broken for the periodical visit to
Winterborne's grave with Marty, which was kept up
with pious strictness for the purpose of putting snow-
drops, primroses, an'^ other vernal flowers thereon as
they came.

One afternoon at sunset she was standing just out-
side her father's garden, which, like the rest of the
Hintock inclosures, abutted into the wood. A slight

footpath led along here, forming a secret way to either
of the houses by getting through its boundary hedge.
Grace was just about to adopt this mode of entry when
a figure approached along the path, and held up his
hand to detain her. It was her husband.

' I am delighted,' he said, coming up out of breath

;

and there seemed no reason to doubt his words. *I
saw you some way off—I was afraid you would go in
before I could reach you,'

' It is a week before the time,' said she reproachfully.
' I said a fortnight from the last meeting.'

' My dear, you don't suppose I could wait a fortnight

without trying to get a glimpse of you, even though
you had declined to meet me! Would it make you
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ang^r to know that I have been along this path at duskte^^or^fout fmes since our last n,4ting

?""
W^S.tw

wishto tlrir'"''
'^

''f •"" "hen he showed a

j^j^Tepe rrai'iirrtLrit-s^^rwt'

£^?oShrL-Lr„iisi™in-£
tV^t^ "°' ^'^°"* °^ *he elusive mood; not yeT

"re^uirSnSr^.^^ ^"^ ^^^ co.espo„din^r;

His assertion had seemed to impress her somewhatI had no Idea you came so often/ she said. °Sow f^do you come from ?

'

^ ^"

for '.f
7"? .E^°"bury. I always walk from Sherton Abbas

^:^Pt f^"has"7otr ' ^^'"^^ ^"^^'

iusti^ such /v.tnL^ iiixt:^ i;siriis
otnra7tLTpUVarncesf ^ ^ ^ ^ ^«'e

ina?hr
'^P'^ '''^? ""^o"ted sedateness, and avoid-ing the question, said: « I wish you would c^rceXt

The fact ,s I ne^r cared much for abstruse sUe^
other Ckf tL'" ^'" /°^.'^' "^'- And those

ftertoTmSl^'^l'?
"f "'' P'^y—hat good are

atS^ZtXt'tlS^t'Scb'T-^""^- '^'»*-

:i^i:m" *?*"!.o,!"''?-'' »-"- with theirhornd spellings of « filz " and
" mary " and " ma foy " ?

'
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' You haven't been reading them, Grace ? '

' O no—I just looked into them, that was all.'

' Make a bonfire of 'em directly you get home I
meant to do it myself. I can't think what possessed
me ever to collect them. I have only a few profes-
sional hand-books now, and am quite a practical man.
I am m hopes of having some good news to tefl you
soon, and then do you think that you could—come tome again ?

'

' I would rather you did not press me on that just
now,' she replied with some feeling. ' You have said
you mean to lead a new, useful, effectual life; but I
should like to see you put it in practice for a little
while before you address that query to me. Besides—
I could not live with you !

'

'Why not?'

Grace was silent a few instants. ' I go with Marty to
GUes's grave. I almost worship him. We swore we would
show him that devotion. And I mean to keep it up

'

' Well, I wouldn't mind that at all. I have no right
to expect anything else, and I will not wish you to keep
away. I liked the man as well as any I ever knew.
In short, I would accompany you a part of the way to
the place, and smoke a cigar on the stile while I waited
till you came back.'

' Then you haven't given up smoking ?

'

' Well—ahem—no. I have thought of doing so
but ' ^ '

His extreme complaisance had rather disconcerted
Grace, and the question about smoking had been to
effect a diversion. Presently she said firmly, and with
a moisture in her eye that he could not see, as her
mind returned to poor Giles's 'frustrate ghost': 'I
don't like you— to speak lightly on that subject, if you
did speak lightly. To be frank with you—quite frank—I thmk of him as my betrothed lover still. I cannot
help it. So that it would be wrong for me to join you.'
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lovefs«ir"hl
' now uneasy. ' You say your betrothed

rofhJ . 'k
^^°'"^' '^^"' *^<^". ^ere you be-

When you were away.' ^
' How could that be ?

'

Grace would have avoided this ; but her natuialcandour led her on. < It was when I wasTndTr theimpr^sion that my marriage with you waT^b^Sf totannulled and that he could then Lrry me^ l encouraged him to love me.'
®"*

Fitzpiers winced visibly; and yet. upon the whole

t ;^tht^inl"' ''L f"'^'
^^^ Won't';sne was right in her absolute sincerity, kept ud hisaffecjonate admiration for her under the i^n of the

IT^^^J''"", ^^ ^" ^h^" the avowll^t Grice

Sr?^. h™
"° M "°\ ^"' '^^ «« ^^ dominated Wm

ThTol^ . Vu"'t"°* ^' *° h^ her words, althoughthe object of her high regard was no more.
^

rr«i' 'V^"l^
"P°," me-that !

'
he said bitterly.

«

O

Grace-I did not know you-tried to get rid of me>'

ZrT;!/'.°^ "° "^^' ^"^ I ^J^' ^""ot you hop^to-find a httle love in your heart for me again ? ' ^
not!^.L li,''^"^?

oblige you; but I fear I can-

TJt 1 tF'^'
'"^ "'°«^^^ ruefulness. 'And Idon t see why you should mind my having had one

^Ko'^n' It '^" y°" h°"^tJy that I love you better

again
'™ '°"^' *""' ^ ^^ ^ ^""«t,' she said, sighing

there N°^ have pity, and tell me : will you try ? •

' To love you again ?

'

7 " iry r
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• Yes ; if you can.'

' I don't know how to reply,' she answered, her em-
barrassment proving her truth. « Will you promise to
leave me quite free as to seeing you or not seeing you ?

'

'Certainly. Have I given any ground for you to
doubt my first promise in that respect ?

'

She was obliged to admit that he had not.
Then I think you might get your heart out of that

grave,' said he with playful sadness. ' It has been there
a long time.'

She faintly shook her head, but said : ' I'll try to
think of you more—if I can.'

With this Fitzpiers was compelled to be satisfied,
and he asked her when she would meet him again.

' As we arranged—in a fortnight.'

' If it must be a fortnight it must !

'

This time at least. I'll consider by the day I see
you again if I can shorten the interval.'

* Well, be that as it may, I shall come at least twice
a week to look at your window.'

* You must do as you like about that. Good-night.*
' Say « husband."

'

She seemed almost inclined to give him the word

;

but exclaiming, ' No, no ; I cannot,' sUpped through the
garden hedge and disappeared.

Fitzpiers did not exaggerate when he told her that
he should haunt the precincts of the dwelling. But his
persistence in this course did not result in his seeing
her much oftener than at the fortnightly interval which
she had herself marked out as proper. At these times,
however, she punctually appeared, and as the spring wore
on the meetings were kept up, though their character
changed but little with the increase in their number.

The small garden of the cottage occupied by the
Tangs family—father, son, and now son's wife—aligned
with the larger one of the timber-dealer at its upper
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M.m.
"*""*

T^^^ y°""S '^™' ^fte^ leaving work atMelbury's stood at dusk in the little bower at the

observed the surgeon pass along the outside track
before.ment.oned. Fitzpiers alwa^ walked loiterindy
pensively looking with a sharp eye into the gardens oneafter another as he proceeded; for Fitzpiers did notwish to leave the now absorbing spot too quTckly aftertnivelhng so far to reach it; ho^ng^lways Ir a Simpse

anew'
whom he passionately desir^ to 4ke to hb 7ms

Now Tim began to be struck with these loiterins

f;^'l±"^*" «"^"" ^""^^ries in the glSSand wondered what they boded. It was natuAlly qukeout of his power to divine the singular sentimental

could take a deep, emotional-almost also an artistic-
pleasure in being the yearning i„„amorato of a womanhe once had deserted, would have seemed an abTurdftyto the young sawyer. Mr. and Mrs. Fitzpiers wereseparated; therefore the question of affection S St^enthem was settled. But his Suke had, since that meTtbgon theu- mamage day, repentantly admitted to theu^ency of his questioning, a good deal concerning £past levities. Putting all things together he could hardly

r; TSTr^ ^''P^'''' '"y^'^rious visits to thi^spot with Suke's residence unde - his roof. But he madeWlf fairly easy; the vessel in which they were aW
out nfT.

""'^1^ '^'' '"°"*^^ ^"d *hen Suke wouH teout of Fitzpiers's way for ever.
The interval at last expired, and the eve of t.> tdeparture ^mved. They were pausing in the room ofthe cottage allotted to them by Tim's father, after abusy day of preparation, which left them weari In acomer stood their boxes, crammed and corded, theirUrge case for the hold having already I^n sent awaTThe firelight shone upon Suke's fine foce and form as
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she stood looking into it, and upon the face of Tim
seated in a corner, and upon the walls of his father's
house, which he was beholding that night almost for the
last time.

Tim Tangs was not happy. This scheme of emigra-
tion was dividing him from his father—for old Tangs
would on no account leave Hintock—and had it not
been for Suke's reputation and his own dignity, Tim
would at the last moment have abandoned the project.
As he sat in the back part of the room he regarded her
moodily, and the fire, and the boxes. One thing he had
particularly noticed this evening—she was very restless,
fitful in her actions, unable to remain seated, and in a
marked degree depressed.

* Sorry that you be going, after all, Suke ? ' he said.

She sighed involuntarily. 'I don't know but that I
be,' she answered. ' 'Tis natural, isn't it, when one is

going away ?

'

' But you wasn't bom here as I was.'
• No.'

' Tho-e's folk left behind thait you'd fain have with
'ee, I reckon ?

'

' Why do you think that ?

'

' I've seen things, and I've heard things ; and Suke,
I say 'twill be a good move for me to get 'ee away.
I don't mind his leavings abroad, but I do mind 'em
at home.'

Suke's face was not changed from its aspect of list-

less indifference by the words. She answered nothing

;

and shortly after he went out for his customary pipe
of tobacco at the top of the garden.

The restlessness of Suke had indeed owed its

presence to the gentleman of Tim's suspicions, but
in a different and—it must be added in justice to her—more innocent sense than he supposed, judging from
former doings. She had accidentally discovered that
Fitzpiers was in the habit of coming secretly once or
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IrW!^^/*" ^^'J^h *"^ ''"^^ '^' this evening

Z t/^'''''^^
<>"« of the seven for his journey. aI

tho„I?.f"'« "?J .*^y '^ '«»^« the ciuntry. Suke

oa«^L ''!'^"'^**r 8^t harm in giJiig way

qmte unknown to himself or to anytody.^d thS^mg a sUent last ferewell. Aware' tJ' pTtzpie^^

SJ ir'""^
"^

u'
*^^"^' ''h* thus betrayed her

thin .h. W TT; **'.''^'"^'' *^^ Tim left the room

£!Li ?u"*^
noiselessly out of the house, andhastened to the comer of the garden. when« she

tfhl rT^\ '^'
T^'^''''

^^"^'t across the scene!
If he had not already gone hy.

in t^ri^* ''''Tl
^'^'^ ''^ ^^»^^^ to Tim lounging

h^i^
"t^" of the opposite comer, though he waf

the JL^°'"
.^''- ^' ^" ^^' ^'^thily climb in?o

ro?iH K^
'

*u ?° ^"sconce herself there that nobody

unsSn ?or
1^" *^V°"^' ^'' P"^^'^ '^^ to watchunseen for a passer-by.

Suk^'sHS^T'' *°. the spot and stood behind her.

thnf h.^^.^^"^ '" '^^^ blundering way forgotten

the hedg^
"""• ^^^ ^' °"^ descended from

« Anf w?^'
,''°'"'"^ *.'^"'^''*'' '^'^ Tim laconically.And we be always anxious to see our dears '

. A
'^^ "/o'^i'^g to-night.' she replied with defiance.And we fie anxious for our dears !

'

'Then will you step indoors, where your dear willsoon jme 'ee ? We've to mouster by half-past three
to-morrow, and if we don't get to bed by eight at lat^t
our faces will be as long as clock-cases a« day

'

She hesitated for a minute, but ultimately obeyed

Kf Jl J'

down the garden to the house, where heheard the door-latch click behind her.

h»7'"'rT,'"''^"'^
^y*'"^ ""^"^e. His marriagehad so far been a total failure, a source of bitter regre?;and the only course for improving his case, thlt of
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leaving the country, was a sorry, and possibly might
not be a very effectual one. Do what he would, his
domestic sky was likely to be overcast to the end
of the day. Thus he brooded, and his resentment
gathered force. He craved a means of striking one
blow back at the cause of his cheerless plight, while
he was still on the scene of his discomfiture. For
some minutes no method suggested itself, and then
he had an idea.

Coming to a sudden resolution, he hastened along
the garden, and entered the one attached to the next
cottage, which had formerly been the dwelling of a
gamekeeper. Tim descended the path to the back of
the house, where only an old woman lived at present,
and reaching the wall he stopped. Owing to the slope
of the ground the roof-eaves of the linhay were here
within touch, and he thrust his arm up under them,
feeling about in the space on the top of the wall plate.

' Ah, I thought my memory didn't deceive me 1' he
lipped silently.

With some exertion he drew down a cobwebbed
object curiously framed in iron, which clanked as he
moved it. It was about three feet in length and half
as wide. Tim contemplated it as well as he could in
the dying light of day, and raked off the cobwebs with
his hand.

That will spoil his pretty shins for'n, I reckon)'
he said.

It was a man-trap.
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XLVII

!^3^ the inventors of automatic machines to bemnged according to the excellence of their devices for

t^il^woTH^^""^
"'''*'" *°'-*"^' '^' "^»°r of the In

pUce
""'"^^ ' ""^ resp^Ue, if not a very high.

It should rather, however, be said, the inventor of

the keeper s outhouse was a specimen. For there wereoth«^ shapes and other sizes, instruments which Tf

T^^ '",5 T ^'"^^ °"^ °^ '^^ ^Pe disinterred by

tears, wild boars, or wolves in a travelling menagerie« compared with the leading lion or tiger InXrtthough many varieties had been in usf during thosecentunes which we are accustomed to look S nZas the true and only period of merry EnglanZ-in^e

.'h'l- fr'.'"°''"
especially-and on4d down tothe third decade of the nineteenth century, this moddhad borne the palm, and had been most usmlly folbwedwhen the orchards and estates required new ones

rhere had been the toothless variety used bv the

c emcncy. The jaws of these resembled the jaws of anold woman to whom time has left nothing but ^msThere were also the intermediate or half-tLhed forts,'
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probably devised by the middle-natured squires, or those
under the influence of their wives : two inches of mercy,
two inches of cruelty, two inches of mere nip, two inches
of probe, and so on, thn ugh the whole extent of the
jaws. There were also, as a class ap;irt, the bruisers,

which did not lacerate the flesh, but only crushed
the bone.

The sight of one of these gins, whtn set, produced a
vivid impression that it was endowixl with life. It ex-

hibited the combined aspects of a shark, a crocodile, and
a scorpion. Each tooth was in 'he form of a tap».*rlng

spine, two and a quarter inches long, whif ii, when (he
jaws were closed, stood in alternation frum thja side and
from that. When they were open, the l\* o halves formed
a complete circle l)etween two and three tt-et in diameter,
the plate or treading-place in the midst being about a
foot s. juare, while from beneath extended in opposite
directions the soul of the apparatus, the pair of springs,
each one being of a stiffness to render necessary a lever
or the V. hole weight of the body when forcing it down.

There were men at this time still living at Hintock
who remembered when the gin and others hke it were
in use. Tim Tangs's great-uncle had endured a night
of six hours in this very trap, which lamed him for life.

Once a keeper of Hintock woods set it on the track of a
poacher, and afterwards, coming back that way forgetful

of what he had done, walked into it himself. The
wound brought on lockjaw, of which he died. This
event occurred during the thirties, and by the year 1840
the use of such implements was well nigh discontinued
in the nei;i>bourhood. But being made entirely of iron,

they by no means disappeared, and in jH! »ost every
village one could be found in some nook or comer as
readily as this was found by Tim. It had indeed been
a fearful amusement of Tim and other Hintock lads

—

especially those who had a dim sense of becoming re-

nowned poachers when th..-v --ached their prime—to
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drag out this trap from its hiding, set it, and throw it
with biUets of wood, which were penetrated by the teeth
to the depth of near an inch.

As soon as he had examined the trap, and found that
the hinges and springs were still perfect, he shouldered
It without more ado, and returned with his burden to his
own garden, passing on through the hedge to the path
immediately outside the boundary. Here, by the help of
a stout stake, he set the trap, and laid it carefully behind
a bush while he went forward to reconnoitre. As has
been stated, nobody passed this way for days together
sometimes; but there was just a possibility that some
other pedestrian than the one in request might arrive,
and it behoved Tim to be careful as to the identity of
his victim.

Going about a hundred yards along the rieing ground
to the right, he reached a ridge whereon a large and
thick holly grew. Beyond this for some distance the
wood was more open, and the course which Fitzpiers
must pursue to reach the point, if he came to-night, was
visible a long way forward.

For some time there was no sign of him or of any-
body. Then there shaped itself a spot out of the dim
mid-distance, between the masses of brushwood on each
hand. And it enlarged, and Tim could hear the brush-
ing of feet over the tufts of sour grass. The airy gait
revealed Fitzpiers even before his exact outline could
be seen.

Tim Tangs turned about, and ran down the opposite
side of the hill, till he was again at the head of his own
garden. It was the work of a few moments to drag out
the man-trap very gently—that the plate might not be
disturbed sufficiently to throw it—to a space between a
pair of young oaks which, rooted in contiguity, grew
apart upward, forming a V-shaped opening between ; and,
being backed up by bushes, left this as the only course
fo'^ a foot-passenger. In it he laid the trap with the
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same gentleness of handling, locked the chain round one

of the trees, and finally sUd back the guard which was

placed to keep the gin from accidentally catching the

arms of him who set it, or, to use the local and better

word, 'toiled' it. Having completed these arrange-

ments Tim sprang through the adjoining hedge of his

father's garden, ran down the path, and softly entered

the house.

Obedient to his order Suke had gone to bed; and

as soon as he had bolted the door, Tim unlaced and

kicked off his boots at the foot of the stairs, and retired

likewise, without lighting a candle. His object seemed

to be to undress as soon as possible. Before, however,

he had completed the operation a long cry resounded

without—penetrating, but indescribable.

' What's that ?
' said Suke, starting up in bed.

< Sounds as if somebody had caught a hare in his gin.'

• O no,' said she. • It was not a hare, 'twas louder.

Hark!'
' Do 'ee get to sleep,' said Tim. ' How be you

going to wake at half-past three else ?
*

She lay down and was silent. Tim stealthily opened

the window and listened. Above the low harmonies

produced by the instrumentation of the various species

of tree around the premises he could hear the twitching

of a ch-'-n from the spot whereon he had set the man-
trap. But further human sound there was none.

Tim was puzzled. In the haste of his project he

had not calculated upon a cry; but if one, why not

more ? He so<jn ceased to essay an answer, for Hin-

tock was dead to him already. In half-a-dozen '-ours

he would be out of its precincts for life, on his way to

the antipodes. He closed the window and lay down.

The hour which had brought these movements of

Tim to birth had been operating actively elsewhere.

Awaiting in her father's house the minute of her ap-
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pointment with her husband, Grace Fitzpierg deliberatedon many things. Should she inform her father brforegoing out that the estrangement of herself andS
desirable for her happmess? If she did so she musfm some measure become the apologist of her husband,and she was not prepared to go so for

irr^^^'/^'w™' ^^''fP' ^^' ^" ^ "^°<^ of considerate

^n^l- "^ ,'''^''"^y ^ ^^^"g^- He had at hisworst times always been gentle in his manner towards
her. Could it be that she might make of him a trueand worthy husband yet ? She had married him , therew^ no getting over that; and ought she any longer tokeep him at a distance? His suave deference to her
lightest whim on the question of his comings andgoings when as her lawful husband he might show a
little independence, was a trait in his character as un-
expected as It was engaging. If she had been his
empress, and he her thrall, he could not have exhibited
a more sensitive care to avoid intruding upon her
against her will. .

6 F""

Impelled by a remembrance she took down a prayer-
book, and turned to the marriage-service. Reading it

off K ^ i^°"^^
'^^ ^"^^^ ^"^^^ *PPa"«l at her recent

off-handedness, when she rediscovered what awfully
solemn promises she had made him at Hintock chancel
steps not so very long ago. She became lost in long
pondenngs on how far a person's conscience might bebound by vows made without at the time a full re-
cognition of their force. That particular sentence
beginning

' Whom God hath joined together,' was a
staggerer for a gentle woman of strong devotional sen-
timent. She wondered whether God reaUy did joinhem together. Before she had done deliberating the
time of her engagement drew near, and she went out
of the house almost at the moment that Tim -Tangs
retired to his own. ^
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The position of things at that critical juncture was

as follows. Two hundred yards to the right of the

upper end of Tangs's garden Fitzpiers was still ad-

vancing, having now nearly reached the summit of

the wood-clothed ridge, the path being the actual one
which further on passed between the two young oaks.

Thus far it was according to Tim's conjecture. But
about cwo hundred yards to the left, or rather less, was

arising a condition which he liad not divined, the emer-

gence of Grace as aforesaid from the upper corner of

her father's garden with the view of meeting Tim's

intended victim. Midway between husband and wife

was the diabolical trap, silent, open, ready.

Fitzpiers's walk that night had been cheerful, for he

was convinced that the slow and gentle method he had
adopted was promising success. The very restraint

that he was obliged to exercise upon himself, so as not

to kill the delicate bud of returning confidence, fed his

flame. He walked so much more rapidly than Grace

that if they continued advancing as they had begun, he

would reach the trap a good half minute before she

could reach the same spot. But here a new circum-

stance came in : to escape the unpleasantness of being

watched or listened to by lurkers—naturally curious by

reason of their strained relations—they had arranged

that their meeting for to-night should be at the holm-

tree on the ridge alwve-named. So soon, accordingly,

as Fitzpiers reached the tree he stood still to await her.

He had not paused under the prickly foliage more
than two minutes when he thought he heard a scream

from the other side of the ridge. Fitzpiers wondered

what it could mean ; but such wind as there was just

now blew in an adverse direction, and his mood was

light. He set down the origin of the sound to one of

the superstitious freaks or frolicsome scrimmages be-

tween sweethearts that still survived in Hintock from

old-English times ; and waited on where he stood till
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ten minutes had passed. Feeling then a little uneasyh^mind reverted to the scream; and he went forward
over the summit and down the embowered incline tillhe reached the pair of sister oaks with tho^nZopemng between them.

Fitrpiers stumbled and all but fell. Stretching downh^ hand to asartam the obstruction it came in contactwith a confused mass of silken drapery and ironworic
that conveyed absolutely no explanatory idea to his mind
at all It was but the work of a moment to strike amateh; and then he saw a sight which congealed his

The man-trap was thrown; and between its jawswas part of a woman's clothing—a patterned silk skirt—
gnpped with such violence that the iron teeth had
passed through it, skewering its tissue in a score of
pUces. He inimediately recognized the skirt as that
of one of his wife's gowns-the gown that she had wornwhen she met him on the very last occasion

Pitzpiers had often studied the effect of these instru-
ments when examining the collection at Hintock Houseand the conception instantly flashed through him thatGrace had been caught, taken out mangled by some

Sfn""^ ri?: f^-
'^'"^ ^°'"^' ^°"^^ °^ her clothes

being left behind in the difficulty of getting her free.Ihe shock of this conviction, striking into the verv
current of high hope, was so great that he cried out
like one m corporal agony, and in his misery bowed
himself down to the ground.

Of all the degrees and qualities of punishment that
titzpiers had undergone since his sins against (irace
tiret began, not any even approximated in intensity to
this O, my own-my darling! O, cruel Heaven-
it IS oo much this

!

' he cried, writhing and rocking
himself over the sorry accessories of her he deplored

aud7hlP r*^
°^ ^'

l"'""^'.'
""'^^ sufficiently loud to be

audible to any one who might have been there to hear
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it; and one there was. Right and left of the narrow

pass between the oaks were dense bustei; and now

from behind these a female figure g.^ed, «f»Me appear-

ance even in the gloom was, though gracefei in outline,

noticeably strange.

She was white up to the waist, and figured above.

She was, in short, Grace, his wife, lacking the portion of

her dress which the gin retained.

* Don't be grieved about me—don't, dear Edred !

'

she exclaimed, rushing up and bending over him. ' I

am not hurt a bit ! I was coming on to find you after I

had released myself, but I heard footsteps ; and I hid

away because I was without some of my clothing, and

I did not know who the person might be.'

Fitzpiers had sprung to his feet, and his next act

was no less unpremeditated by him than it was irre-

sistible by her, and would have been so by any woman
not of Amazonian strength. He clasped his arms com-

pletely round, pressed her to his breast and kissed her

passionately.

' You are not dead !—you are not hurt ! Thank God
—thank God !

' he said, almost sobbing in his delight

and relief from the horror of his apprehension. * Grace,

my wife, my love, how is this—what has happened ?

'

* I was coming on to you,' she said as distinctly as

she could in the half-smothered state of her face against

his. ' I was trying to be as punctual as possible, and

as I had started a minute late I ran along the path very

swiftly—fortunately for myself. Just when I had passed

between these trees I felt something clutch at my dress

from behind with a noise, and the next moment I was

pulled backwards by it, and fell to the ground. I

screamed with terror, thinking it was a man lying down
there to murder me, but the next moment I discovered

it was iron, and that my clothes were caught in a trap.

I pulled this way and that, hut the thing would not let

go, drag it as I would, and I did not know what to do. I

447



THE WOODLANDERS

did not want to alarm my father or anybody, as I wished
nobody to know of these meetings with you, so I could
thmk of no other plan than slipping off my skirt, mean-
ing to run on and tell you what a strange accident had
happened to me. But when I had just freed myself by
leaving the dress behind, I heard steps, and not being
sure it was you, I did not Uke to be seen in such a
pickle, so I hid away.'

' It was only your speed that saved you ! One or
both of your legs would have been broken if you had
come at ordinary walking pace.'

' Or yours, if you had got here first,' said she, be-
ginning to realize the whole ^astliness of the possibility.
• O, Edred, there has been an Eye watching over us
to-night, and we should be thankful indeed !

'

He continued to press his face to hers. ' You are
mine—mine again now !

'

She gently owned that she supposed she was. ' I
heard what you said when you thought I was injured,'
she went on shyly, « and I know that a man who could
suffer as you were suffering must have a tender regard
for me. But how does this awful thing come here ?

'

•I suppose it has something to do with poachers.
Fitzpiers was still so shaken by the sense of her danger
that he was obliged to sit awhile, and it was not until
Grace said, ' If I could only get my skirt out nobody
would know anything about it,' that he bestirred himself.

By their united efforts, each standing on one of the
springs of the trap, they pressed them down sufficiently
to insert across the jaws a billet which they dragged
from a faggot near at hand, and it was then possible to
extract the silk mouthful from the monster's bite, creased
and pierced with many holes, but not torn. Fitzpiers
assisted her to put it on again ; and when her customary
contours were thus restored they walked on together,
Grace taking his arm, till he effected an improvement
by passing it round her waist.
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The ice having been broken in this unexpected
manner, she made no further attempt at reserve. * I

would ask you to come into the house,' she said, ' but
my meetings dth you have been kept secret from my
father, and I should like to prepare him.'

• Never mind, dearest, I could not very well have
accepted the invitation. I shall never live here again

—

as much for your sake as for mine. I have news to tell

you on this very point, but my alarm had put it out of
my head. I have bought a practice, or rather a partner-
ship, in the Midlands, and I must go there in a week
to take up permanent residence. My poor old great-
aunt died about eight months ago, and left me enough
to do this. I have taken a little furnished house for a
time till we can get one of our own.'

He described the place, and the surroundings, and
the view from the windows ; and Grace became much
interested. ' But why are you not there now ? ' she said.

• Because I cannot tear myself away from here till I
have your promise. Now, darling, you will accompany
me there—wli you not ? To-night has settled that ?

'

Grace's tremblings had gore off, and she did not
say nay. They went on together.

The adventure, and the emotions consequent upon
the reunion which that event had forced on, combined
to render Grace oblivious of the direction of their de-
sultory ramble, till she noticed they were in an encircled
glade in the densest part of the wood. The moon, that
had imperceptibly added its rays to the scene, shone
almost vertically. It was an exceptionally soft, balmy
evening for the trnie of year, which was just that tran-

sient period in the May month when beech trees have
suddenly unfolded large limp young leaves of the soft-

ness of butterflies' wings. Boughs bearing such leaves

hung low around, and completely inclosed them, so that

it was as if they were in a great green vase, which had
moss for its botloui and leaf sides. Here they sat down.
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The clouds having be«i packed in the west that
evening so as to retain the departing glare a long while,
the hour had seemed much earlier than it was. But
suddenly the question of time occurred to her.

' I must go back,' she said, springing up ; and without
further delay they set their faces towards Hintock. As
they walked he examined his watch by the aid of the
now strong moonlight.

• By the gods, I think I have lost my train ! ' said
Fitzpiers.

« Dear me—whereabouts are we ?
' said she.

• Two miles in the direction of Sherton.'

« Then do you hasten on, Edred. I am not in the
least afraid. I recognize now the part of the wood we
are in, and I can find my way back quite easily. I'll

teil my father that we have made it up. I wish I had
not kept our meetings so private, for it may vex him a
little to know I have been seeing you. He is getting
old and irritable, that was why I did not. Good-bye.'

' But, as I must stay at the Earl of Wessex to-night,

for I cannot possibly catch the train, I think it would be
safer for you to let me take care of you.'

• But what will my father think has become of me I

He does not know in the least where I am—he thinks
I only went into the garden for a few minutes.'

' He will surely guess—somebody has seen me for

certain. I'll go all the way back with you to-morrow.'
' But that newly-done-up place—the Earl of Wessex !

'

' If you are so very particular about the publicity I

will stay at The Three Tuns.'
' O no—it is not that I am particular—but I haven't a

brush or comb or anything !

'
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XLVIII

b

All the evening Melbury had been coming to his

door saying, ' I wonder where in the world that girl is

!

Never in all my bom days did I know her bide out like

this ! She surely said she was going into the garden to

get some |)arsley.'

Melbury searched the garden, the outbuildings, and
the orchard, but could find no trace of her, and then he
made inquiries at the cottages of such of his workmen as

had not gone to bed, avoiding Tangs's because he knew
the young people were to rise early to leave. In these

inquiries one of the men's wives somewhat incautiously

let out the fact that she had heard a scream in the wood,
though from which direction she could not say.

This set Melbury's fears on end. He told the men
to light lanterns, and headed by himself they started,

Creedle following at the last moment with quite a bundle
of grapnels and ropes which he could not be persuaded

to leave behind, the company being joined by the hollow

tximer and Cawtree who kept the cider-house, as they

went along.

They explored the precincts of the village, and in a

short time lighted upon the man-trap. Its discovery

simply added an item of fact without helping their con-

jectures ; but Melbury's indefinite alarm was greatly in-

creased when, holding a candle to the ground, he saw in
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the teeth of the instrument some frayings from Grace's
clothing. No intelligence of any kind was gained till

they met a woodman of Delborough, who said that he
had seen a lady answering to the description her father
gave of Grace, walking through the wood on a gentle-
man's arm in the direction of Shcrton.

' Was he clutching her tight ? ' said Melbury.
' Well—rather,' said the man.
'Did she walk lame?'
' Well, 'tis true her head hung over towards him a

bit.'

Creedle groaned tragically.

Melbury, not suspecting the presence of Fit^piers,
coupled this account with the man-trap and the scitam

;

he could not understand what it all meant, but the
sinister event of the trap made him follow on. Accord-
ingly, they bore away towards the town, shouting as they
went, and in due course emerged upon the highway.

Nearing Sherton Abbas, the previous information was
confirmed by other strollers, though the gentleman's
supporting arm had disappeared from these later ac-
counts. At last they were so near Sherton that Melbury
informed his faithful followers that he did not wish to
drag them further at so late an hour, since he could go on
by himself and inquire if *^e woman who had been seen
were really Grace. But they would not leave him alone
in his anxiety, and trudged onward till the lamplight
from the town began to illuminate their faces. At
the entrance to the borough they got fresh scent of the
pursued, but coupled with the new condition that the
lady in the costume described had been going up the
street alone.

•Faith—I believe she's mesmerized, or vralking in
her sleep !

' said Melbury.

However, the identity of this woman with Grace was
by no means certain ; but they plodded along the street.

Percomb the hairdresser, who had despoiled Marty of
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her tresses, was standing at his door, and they duly put

inquiries to him.

< Ah—how's Little Hintock folk by now I ' he said

before replying. * Never have I been over there since

one winter night some three year ago—and then I lost

myself finding it. How can ye live in such a one-eyed

place ? Great Hintock is bad enough—but Little Hin-

tock—the bats and owls would drive me melancholy-

mad ! It took two days to raise my sperrits to their

true pitch again after that night I went there. Mr.
Melbury, sir, as a man that's put by money, why not

retire and live here, and see something of the world ?

'

The responses at last given by him to their queries

guided them to the building that offered the best ac-

commodation in Sherton—having been rebuilt contem-
poraneously with the construction of the railway

—

namely, the Earl of Wessex Hotel.

Leaving the others without, Melbury made prompt
inquiry here. His alarm was lessened, though his per-

plexity was increased, when he received a brief reply

that such a lady was in the house.
• Do you know if it is my daughter ?

' asked Melbury.

The waiter did not.

' Do you know the lady's name ?
*

Of this, too, the household was ignorant, the hotel

having been taken by brand-new people from a distance.

They knew the gentleman very well by sight, and had
not thought it necessary to ask him to enter his name.

' O, the gentleman appears again now,' said Melbury
to himself. * Well, I want to see the lady,' he declared.

A message was taken up, and after some delay the

shape of Grace appeared descending round the bend of

the staircase, looking as if she lived there, but in other

respects rather guilty and frightened.

• Why—what the name—' began her father. * I

thought you went out to get parsley !

'

' O yes—I did—but it is all right,' said Grace in a
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flurried whisper. «I am not alone here. I am here
with Edred. It is entirely owing to an accident, father.'

• Edred ? An accident ? How does he come here ?

I thought he was two hundred mile off.'

«Yes—so he is—I mean he has got a beautiful

practice two hundred miles off: he has bought it with
his own money, some that came to him. But he
travelled here, and I was nearly caught in a man-trap,
and that's how it is I am here. We were just thinking
of sending a messenger to let you know.'

Melbury did not seem to be particularly enlightened
by this explanation.

' You were caught in a man-trap ?

'

•Yes; my dress was. That's how it arose. Edred
is upstairs in his own sitting-room,' she went on. • He
would not mind seeing you, I am sure.'

'O faith, I don't want to see him I I have seen
him too often a'ready. I'll see him another time, per-

haps, if 'tis to oblige 'ee.'

' He came to see me ; he wanted to consult me about
this large partnership I speak of, as it is very promising

' O, I am glad to hear it,' said Melbury drily.

A pause ensued, during which the inquiring faces

and whity-brown clothes of Melbury's companions
appeared in the doorway,

' Then baint you coming home with us ?
' he asked.

• I—I think not,' said Grace, blushing.
' H'm—very well—you are your own mistress,' he

returned, in tones which seemed to assert otherwise.
• Good-night ;

' and Melbury retreated towards the door.
• Don't be angry, father,' she said, following him a

few steps. « I have done it for the best
!

'

' I am not angry, though it is true I have been a
little misled in this ! However, good-night. I must
get home-along.'

He left the hotel, not without relief, for to be under
the eyes of strangers while he conversed with his lost
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THE WOODLANDERS

child had embarrassed him much. His search-party,

too, had looked awkward there, having rushed to the

task of investigation—some in their shirt-sleeves, others

in their leather aprons, and all much stained—just as

they had come from their work of barking, and not

in their Sherton marketing attire ; while Creedle, with

his ropes and grapnels and air of impending tragedy,

had added melancholy to gawkiness.

* Now, neighbours,' said Melbury, on joining them,

«as it is getting late we'll leg n home again as fast as

we can. I ought to tell you that there has been some

mistake—some anangement entered into between Mr.

and Mrs. Fitzpiers which I didn't quite understand—

an important practice in the Midland counties has come

to him, which made it necessary for her to join him

to night—so she says. That's all it was—and I'm

sorry I dragged you out.'

« Well,' said the hollow-turner, * here be we seven mile

from home, and night-time, and not a hoss or four-footed

creeping thing to our name. I say, we'll have a mossel

and a drop o' summat to strengthen our nerves afore we

vamp all the way back again ! My throat's as dry as a

kex. What d'ye say so's ?

'

They all concurred in the need for this course, and

proceeded to the antique and lampless back street in which

the red curtain of The Three Tuns was the only radiant

object. As soon Its they had stumbled down into the

room Melbury ordered them to be served, when they made

themselves comfortable by the long table, and stretched

out their legs upon the herring-boned sand of the floor.

Melbury himself, restless as usual, walked to the door while

he waited for them, and looked up and down the street.

« Well he's her husband,' Melbury said to himself,

• and let her take him back to her bed if she will
! . . .

But let her bear in mind that the woman walks and laughs

somewhere at this very moment whose neck he'll be coling

next year as he does hers to-night ; and as he did Felice
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Charmond's last year; and Suke Damson's the year
afore

! . . . It's a forlorn hope for her ; and God knows
how it will end I

'

Inside the inn the talk was also of the reunited pair.
' I'd gie her a good shaking if she were my maid

;

pretending to
j o out in garden, and leading folk a dozen-

mile traipse that have got to get up at five o'clock to-
morrow,' said a bark-ripper ; who, not working regularly
for Melbury, could afford to indulge in strong opinions.

' I don't speak so warrc as tliat,' said the hollow-
turner, « but if 'tis right for couples to make a country
talk about their separating, and excite the neighbours, and
then make fools of 'em like this, why, I haven't stood
upon one 1^ for five-and-twenty year.'

All his listeners knew that when he alluded to his foot-
lathe in these enigmatic terms, the speaker meant to lie

impressive
; and Creedle chimed in with, ' Ah, young

women do wax wanton in these days ! Why couldn't
she ha' bode with her father, and been faithful

!
' Poor

Creedle was thinking of his old employer.
' But this deceiving of folks is nothing unusual in

matriniony,' said Farmer Cawtree. ' I know'd a man
and wife—faith, I don't mind owning, as there's no
strangers here, that the pair were my own relations
they'd be at it that hot one hour that you'd hear the
poker> and the tongs, and the bellows, and the warming,
pan, flee across the house with the movements of theii
vengeance ; and the next hour you'd hear 'em singing
« The Spotted Cow " together, as peaceable as two holy
twins

; yes—and very good voices they had, and would
strike in like street ballet-singers to one another's support
in the high notes.'

' And I knowed a woman, and the husband o' her
went away for four-and-twenty year,' said the bark-ripper.
* And one night he came home when she was sitting by
the fire, and thereupon he sat down himself on the other
side of the chimney-corner. " Well," says she, " have
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ye got any news ? " ** Don't know as I have,"' says he

;

" have you ? " " No," says she, " except that my daughter

by the husband that succeeded 'ee was married last

month, which was a year after I was made a widow by

him." *' Oh ! Anything else ? " he says. " No," says

she. And there they sat, one on each side of that

chimney-comer, and were found by the neighbours

sound asleep in their chairs, not having known what to

talk about at all.'

'Well, I don't care who the man is,' said Creedle,

'it took a good deal to interest 'em, and that's true.

It won't be the same with these.'

• No. He is such a projick, you see. And she is

a wonderful scholar too
!

'

• What women do know nowadays !
' observed the

hollow-turner. • You can't deceive 'em as you could in

my time.'

' What they knowed then was not small,' said John
Upjohn. Always a good deal more than the men !

Why, when I went courting my wife that is now, the

skilfulness that she would show in keeping me on her

pretty side a? she walked was beyond all belief. Per-

haps you've noticed that she's got a pretty side to her

face as well as a plain one ?

'

' I can't say I've noticed it particular much,' said

the hollow-turner blandly.

' Well,' continued Upjohn, not disconcerted, ' she

has. All women under the sun be prettier one side

than t'other. And, as I was saying, the pains she

would take to make me walk on the pretty side were

unending ! I warrant that whether we were going

with the sun or against the sun, uphill or downhill,

in wind or in lewth, that wart of hers was always

towards the hedge, and that dimple towards me. There

was I, too simple to see her wheelings and turnings ;

and she so artful, though two years younger, that she

could lead me with a cotton thread, like a blind ram ;
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for that was in the third climate of our courtship. . .No
:

I don t think the women have got cleverer, for
they was never otherwise.'

'Hcv many climates may there be in courtship,
Mr. Upjohn ?• mquired a youth—the same who had
assisted at Winterborne's Chrstmas party.

'Five—from the coolest to the hottest— leastwise
there was five m mine.'

' Can ye give us the chronicle of 'em, Mr. Upjohn ? '

Yes—I could. I could certainly. But 'tis quite
unnecessary. They'll come to ye by nater, young man,
too soon for your good.'

' At present Mrs. Fitzpiers can lead the doctor as
your mis ess could lead you,' the hollow-turner re-
marked. ' She's got him quite tame. But how long
twill last I can't say. I happened to be setting a wire
on the top of Tiy garden one night when he met her
on the other side of the hedge; and the way she
queened it, and fenced, and kept that poor feller at a
distance was enough to freeze yer blood. I should
never have supposed it of such a girl

'

Melbury now returned to the room, and the men
having declared themselves refreshed, they all started
on the homeward journey, which was by no means
cheerless under the rays of the high moon. Having to
walk the whole distance they came by a footpath rather
shorter than the highway, though difficult except to thosewho knew the country well. This brought them by way
of the church

:
and passing the graveyard they observed

as they talked a motionless figure standing by the gate
'I think It was Marty South,' said the hollow-turner

parenthetically.

TT • V^'"^ '^I^V
'^ '""^^ ^^""^y^ ^ ^°"ely maid,' said

Upjohn. And they passed on homeward, and thought
of the matter no more.

Ic was Marty, as they had supposed. That evening
had been the particular .ne of the week upon which
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Grace and herself had been accustomed to privately

deposit flowers on Giles's grave, and this was the first

occasion since his death eigiit months earlier on which

Grace had failed to keep her appointment. Marty had

waited in the read 'ust outside Melbury's, where her

fellow-pilgrim had b^en wont to join her, till she was

weary; and at last, thinking that Grace had missed

her, and gone on alone, she followed the way to the

church, but saw no Grace in front of her. It got later,

and Marty continued her walk till she reached the

churchyard gate ; but still no Grace. Yet her sense of

comradeship would not allov; her to go on to the grave

alone, and still thinking the delay had been unavoid-

able, she stood there with her little basket of flowers

in her clasped hands, and her feet chilled by the damp

ground, till more than two hours had passed. She

then heard the footsteps of Melbury's men, who pre-

sently passed on their return from the search. In the

silence of the night Marty could not help hearing frag-

ments of their conversatioii, from which .he acquired a

general idea of what had occurred, and where Mrs.

Fitzpiers then was.

Immediately they had dropped down the hill she

entered the churchyard <ing to a secluded corner

behind the bushes, v.. rose the unadorned stone

that marked the last bed of Giles Winterborne. As

this solitary and silent girl stood there in the moonlight,

a straight slim figure, clothed in a plaitless gown, the

contours of womanhood so undeveloped as to be

scarcely perceptible, the marks of poverty and toil

effaced by the misty hour, she touched sublimity at

points, and looked almost like a being who had rejected

with indiffereiK:e the attribute of sex for the loftier

quality of abstra^^t humanism. She stooped do.^m and

cleared away the withered flowers that Grace and her-

self had laid there the previous week, and put her fresh

c-'-s in their place.
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• Now, my own, own love,' she whispered, ' you are
mine, and on'y mine ; for she has forgot 'ee at last,
although for her you died ! But I—whenever I get
up 111 thmk of 'ee, and whenever I lie down I'll

vu.u^u '^!- ^^'"ever I plant the young larches
111 thmk that none can plant as you planted; and
whenever I split a gad, and whenever I turn the cider
wnng, 1 11 say none could do it like you. If ever I
forget your name let me forget home and heaven!
... But no, no, my love, I never can forget 'ee ; for
you was a good man, and did good things !

'

THE END








